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INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



CYNTHIA TAGGART. 

A SKETCH of this most remarkable sufferer has 
been lately published by Messrs. Swords, Stanford 
& Co., under the title of " Thq Rhode Island Cot- 
tage," which is ascribed to the pen of the Rev. James 
C. Richmond, who has so benevolently interested 
himself in her behalf. The nan-ative is one of 
mournful and intense interest, and written with b(?au- 
tiful and affecting simplicity. The object of it we 
understand to be, to excite an interest in the public 
mind in favor of the poems of Miss Taggart,* an 
edition of which was published some time since, a 
part of which yet remains unsold. The object is 
most praiseworthy ; and while we heartily commend 
*' The Rhode Island Cottage" as a narrative which 
cannot be read without tears by any not devoid of 
all human sympathies, we would entreat every reader 
to let the interest awakened by the narrative lead him 
to inquire after the poems, if, indeed, he do not al- 
ready possess them. These poems are, on many 
accounts remarkable : they are the productions of a 
native and untutored genius : in their images and al- 
lusions they are singularly characteristic of humble 
life, as it exists in our own country: they are the es- 
says of- one who for eleven years has been the victim 
of unremitted anguish, in comparison of which all 
the ordinary forms of sickness and sorrow vanish into 

* Poems by Cynthia Taggart, 3d edition, for sale at 20 
John Street, aftd at 137 Broadway. 
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nothing : thej ^our forth a continued flo"\T of son\; w 
in a versification seldom harsh, always perspicuous, * 
often strikinj^ly peculiar in sentiment and diction, 
and occasionally disclosing gleams of poetic genius ; 
and they arc still more remarkable as monuments 
of the cfficiioy of the (Jospcl of Jesus Christ in 
mitigating with consolation, and even illumining with 
joy, the most appalling, and, in respect to worldly re- 
lief, the most desperate extremities of human wretcli- 
cdncss. One further recommendation they have: 
they have been published by some friends, whom 
Providence has raised up to succor the snfFerer, with 
the benevolent intention of averting the evils of pov- 
erty and dependence from one whose life, even with- 
out this aggravation, is na better than a propagated 
agony. With all these claims to notice, might we 
not expect that every American and every Christian 
would own the poems of Cynthia Taggart? Or 
must it be left to a future generation to pay an emp- 
ty tribute to sorrow and genius, which the present 
have passed by in apatliy i 

From one of the poems of some length, entitled 
'• The Heart's Desire," we will venture to detach the 
following verses, and insert them under the title of 
an Ode to Health. Let the reader turn to No. 48 of 
the Rambler, and compare with them a celebrated 
ode to Health, one of the beautiful remnants of Greek 
antiquity, as translated and eulogized by the Colos 
ms of English literature,* and sec how tame an- 
Fpii'itless is the exquisite polish of the Grecian spec 
men, by the side of the impassioned burst of pray( 



^ Dr. Johnson. 



the touches so true to Mft, the desoriptioiis so intense- 
ly powerful, wrought hy nature, as it were, in the 
strains of the obscure inmate of the Rhode Island 
Cottage ! How insipid the wish, 

Meta son Naoiml 
To leipomenon biotas, 

compared with the fuU-souled adjuration that sues, 

'* By all the pangs of wasting lift. 
By gasping nature^ chillSng strife, 

To gahi one lingering view 
Of thy fair aspeeCo&fi^Dy sweet, 
And kiss fron off uif a&y feet 

The healing drops of dew." 

How wretcl^e41y impertincd^^. and common-place 
seems the aUusion to the ^ofluettce of health in en- 
hancing the pleasures of wealtli and power, and birth 
amd love, compared with the toudiing lamentation of 
domestic lonelxneM, and boni^iment from social en- 
joyments, induced by protracted disease: 

*■" And aepavate tram the bousehold band 
Disconsolate and loae, 
With no sweet convene, social ehannf 
One pain imperious to disarm, 
And quell the rliiiig moan." 

The truth and force of the allusion in this stanza can 

hardly be conceived but by those who have beheld a 

fellow-creature cut off from social sympathies, and 

compelled month after month, and year after year, to 

turn the energies of a vigorous mind in upon itself, 

and feed upon its own agonies, 

" While every thoaght that filled the brain 
Gave maddening energy to pain." 

ABT ^DIQ TO UEAL.TH. 

O Health ! thy succoring aid extend, 
"While low, with bleeding heart, I bend, 
And on thine every means attend. 

And sue with streaming eyes ; 
Bat more remote thou fliest away. 
The humbler I thine influence pray. 

And expectation dies. 
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Twice three long years of life have gone. 
Since thy lorea presence was withdrawn, 

And I to grief resigned ; 
Laid on the couch of lingering pain, 
Where stem disease's torturing chain 

Has every limb confined. 

And separate from the household hand, 

Disconsolate and lone, 
With no sweet converse, social charm. 
One pain imperious to disarm, 

Or quell the rising moan ; 
I lie in hopeless doom to grieve, 
While no Kind office can relieve, 
Nor can I sustenance receive 

But from another's hand. 

While anguish veils the body o'er, 
And balmy sleep is known no more. 
And every thought that thrills the Drain 
Gives frantic energy to pain. 
And the cold dew-drops copious drain 
Through every opening, rending pore. 

Health ! wilt thou not for the black streaxa, 
That bears keen poison through the veini, 

A cordial swift prepare? 
Bring back their own bright crimson glow. 
And the true circulating flow, 

And mitigate despair ? 

Once more my pleadings I renew. 
And with my panting Breath I sue, 

Goaded by potent paiii. 
By all the pangs of wasting life. 
By gasping nature's chilling strife, 
- To gain one lingering view 
Of thy fair aspect, mUdly sweet. 
And kiss from off thine airy feet 

The healing drops of dew. 

O bathe my burning temples now, 
And cool the scorching of my brow. 

And light the ray less eye ; 
My strength revive with thine own might. 
And with thy footsteps firm and light, 
O bear me to thy radiant height, 

Where, soft reposing, lie 
Mild peace, and iiappiness, and jov, 
And nature'sTsweete. that) never cloy, 
Unmixed witn direful pain's alloy ; 

Leave me not thus^to die ! 



t THE 

RHODE ISLAND COTTAGE. 



The approaching dissolution of a very dear 
mother had cast a deep shade of sorrow over 
the minds of two brothers. The younger of 
them relates the following unadorned inci- 
dents, as they then occurred, in the fervent 
hope, and with an earnest prayer, that they 
may be to many who are sorrowing, as they 
proved to him, a lesson to bear, with resigna- 
tion and meekness, the trials sent by a mer- 
ciful God, to wean our souls from the world, 
and advance them to a heavenly and endur- 
ing inheritance. He trusts that many sons 
and daughters of suffering may thence de- 
rive encouragement to receive, with devout 
submission, afflictions that dwindle into tri- 
fles, compared with the sore and heavy bur- 
den that 'God is pleased to lay upon these 
children of sorrow. 

On a pleasant day in the spring of 1832, 
we determined to leave the noisy and bust- 
ling town for the more tranquil scenes that 

surround the rural graves of our forefather!^ 
a2 
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)ur way lay across that beautiful island 
vhich has sometimes been called the Eden 
of our land. And indeed, the peaceful vale 
which lies within it, refreshed by cool and 
healthful breezes from the sea, and enliven- 
ed by the waves whose snow-crested summit 
may be seen, and their roar heard, as they 
roll in and break upon the distant beach ;^hc 
green meadows, brightening in the sudden 
glances of the sun, now hidden, and now 
beaming forth again from the hasty clouds, 
while the flitting shadows arc seen running 
along the sloping hillside, or quickly crossing 
the valley ; the fertile fields, relieved at in- 
tervals by clustering trees, or here and there 
adorned with a quiet habitation, whose in- 
dustrious and healthy inmates, dispersed over 
the valley, give animation to the scene ; the 
birds and the flocks who may here feed or 
sing undisturbed ; the bright and lively rivu- 
lets that are heard murmuring over the peb 
bles, or seen opening upon you unexpected!) 
and therefore doubly refreshing and deligh 
ful ; the sight of a sail at sea, or the bea 
tiful country-seat on the summit of the d 
tant hills, which but just reminds you of ^ 
troubled world you have left behind ; — th< 
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and a thousand untold beauties, demand for 
Rhode Island a little more than that passing 
tribute of admiration which we bestow on all 
the lovely works of God. 

Through such scenes wound our way, un- 
til, at length, it brought us to a bank, over- , 
looking the eastern arm of the ocean, which 
there separates the island from the main- 
land. In the beautiful bay beneath us lay 
the ferry-boat ; but unfortunately, as we then 
thought, the ferryman was absent. While 
one of the brothers remained on the rocks to 
raise a signal for the boat on the opposite 
side, the other approached a small farm-house, 
on the hill that rises gently sloping from the 
shore, for the purpose of trying the hospital- 
ity of its inhabitants. 

And here he must acknowledge the infin- 
ite goodness and wisdom of Him whose ways 
are not as ours, and who ordereth every step 
of man to the accomplishment of His benefi- 
cent purposes, although, as in the present 
case, the unconscious instrument see nought 
in the Providence of God but disappointment 
and delay. - Had the ferryman been at home 
as usual, the subjects of this humble sketch 
might have remained in their poverty and 
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obscurity, unseen, unheard of, and unassisted. 
Had he been at his post, as we several times 
fruitlessly wished, a gifted ^reature of God 
might have lain till this hour, in a measure 
undiscovered ; the powers which her Creator 
bestowed, might have died with her unknown, 
and the instructive example of a suffering, 
but eminently resigned and Christian family, 
would have been lost to the afflicted. Many 
a time from childhood had we crossed that 
ferry, and the ferryman had never once been 
absent. Never before had we occasion to 
visit *' the Rhode Island Cottage." 

On approaching the rail fence that formed 
the only entrance to a small patch of ground, 
cultivated as a garden, 1 observed inTront of 
the house a feeble old man, bowed down with 
the weight of sickeness and of lengthened 
days. With some difficulty, on account of 
his deafness, I drew his attention from the 
little household cares over which he was bend- 
ing. He kindly approached the fence, and 
leaning upon it, entered into conversation, 
which soon showed that his mind was not al- 
together of the common order. On my re- 
marking the superiority of his language over 
his station and opportunities, the old man 
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quietly replied with some slight appearance 
of conscious intelligence, " Why, Sir, there 
are two things which I always attended to, 
the right meaning of words, and the right 
spelling of words." 

" These are certainly sufficient," I replied, 
**if you always put them, as I observe you 
do, in their right places. But when' you 
were young the country was distracted bv 
the revolution, and you had neither leisure 
nor opportunity for education." 

** 'Tis true. Sir, I was engaged in hard 
struggles, and made hair-breadth escapes in 
the old war, but God carried me safely 
through them all ; and as he gave me a wish 
to learn and to read, I found time and books, 
and obtained some knowledge, with the help 
of a good father, who knew the advantages 
of learning. They say the Taggarts were 
always inclined to be a reading family, Sir." 

He then entered into a short history of his 
revolutionary days, which he wrote out just 
before his death, and which has been prefix- 
ed to his daughter's poems.^ It soon ap- 
peared that he was intimately acquainted, 

* Poems by Cynthia Taggart, second edition, Cambridge, 
1834, p. xxii. 
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and, during the war, had lived with some of 
the very men whose graves we were about 
to visit. When I disclosed my name, he ex- 
claimed, **Why, Sir, you are one of our 
own folks!" and his kindness was increased, 
if possible, towards a descendant of one of 
his old comrades in war. But though will- 
ing and anxious to comply with my request 
to furnish us with food, he expressed his 
fears lest he should be unable, on account of 
the state of his family. ** I suppose, Sir," 
he said, ** that I have the most afflicted fam- 
ily on this island. I have one daughter who 
has been lying on her bed in that house, more 
than eleven years,^^ and the physicians can 
do nothing for her. Her sister has worn 
herself out in watching over her, and now 
she is a cripple, and has to be moved about 
the house. Another daughter is deranged, 
and my wife is old and feeble, and troubled 
with a bad cough. She does all she can, 
Sir ; but I cannot work as I usc^d to do : and 
I have had very heavy doctors' bills to pay. 
It is but a little while since I paid more than 
four hundred dollars. I have been obliged 
to mortgage my little farm; and it is almost 



* It became twenty-seven years before she died. 



15 



all gone. I hope it will be enough to carry 
us through this world to a better. It is all 
right. I know that the Supreme Ruler of 
the universe does what is best for us." 

As the venerable old man concluded, ajid 
1 looked upon his silver locks, I could not 
help loving him. My interest was the more 
strongly excited because I thought I discov- 
ered in his appearance, language, and piety, 
some resemblance to the good Dairyman. 
Indeed, I have often wished the whole scene 
might be delineated by that beloved and ex- 
cellent disciple of Christ, who has described, 
with so much feeling and beauty, similar 
cases. But he is gone to his rest, and can- 
not behold ^ scene peculiarly fitted to awak- 
en the interest of all who delight to know 
** the Annals of the Poor." Had he looked 
upon that hum*ble cottage, it would have 
drawn from his rich mind some pious re- 
membrance of the Master who had not where 
to lay his head. Had he gazed on the broad 
ocean which you may see from the cottage- 
door, he would have recognized the emblem 
of God's infinity in its^ boundless expanse^ 
seen his peace reflected from its calm blue 
bosom, or heard the terrible voice of the 



16 

Lord in the majestic thundering of its wa- 
ters against the rough rocks of the opposite 
Seconet. He could not have looked upon the 
beautiful and peaceful Mount Hope, without 
reminding you of the loveliness of Mount 
Zion, and the eternal peace of heaven. He 
ct)uld not have cast his eye upon the rock,*'*' 
where the Indian warrior smoked the pipe of 
peace with the white man, without lament- 
ing that the fated race was passing from the 
earth, and that the white man had told the 
Indian little, very little, of the great peace 
to be made at the cross of Christ, the Rock 
of Ages. 

But he rests from his labors, and we 
would not call him back, no, not even to do 
that which another may accomplish unwor- 
thily, to tell " the simple -Annals of the Poor." 
No, not even to behold, face to face, the 
countenance of that modern disciple of hear- 

* Colonel Charch, the boldest of the early warriori 
ag&ixist the Indians, made a treaty with Awashonks, the 
qaeen-saohem ofthe Seconets, at a rock on the farm of Ed- 
ward Kichmond, 1675. - This treaty destroyed the pow6r^ 
and ruined the hopes of King Philip.— .Butory of Colonel 
Church. " An Historical Memoir of the Colony of New-Fly- 
movik^ by Francis BayKes," vol. n., part ut., p. 146. Mttaco- 
mtty a Fo9m by the author of this Sketch. 
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enly charity, whom, having not seen, ^ 
love. 

** Might one wish bring thee, would I wish thee heret 
I would not trust my heart— the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might ; 
But no, what here we call our life is such, 

. So little to be loved, and thou so much, 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again." 

Sure I am, that I shall 'be pardoned this 
passing remembrance of the "Friend" of 
"the Cottager," though it has detained me 
a moment from the cottager himself. 

This good old man was a deacon in the 
Baptist communion. When shall all that 
bear the name of Christ be filled with the 
spirit of charity that appeared in his answer 
to my half doubtful inquiry? — "I have a 
brother below who is a Christian minister, 
but he is of the Episcopal Church, and per- 
haps you do not desire that he should visit 
your afflicted family !" 

•* O, Sir, with great joy," he replied, " for 
though there are many paths, there is only 
one Lord and one heaven." And 1 hastened 
down the hill to my brother on the shore, 
and in a few moments we were standing be- 
fore the door of the cottage. It was opened 



18 



by the old man himself. Never shall I for- 
get the appearance of this aged soldier who 
had contended for the rights of his country 
in his mornmg days,^and in the noon and 
evening of life, had girded on the sword of 
the Spirit, and faithfully fought the battles of 
Christ. Me was now, as it afterwards proved, 
about to lay aside the earthly implement^4)f 
his Christian warfare, to receive the crown 
of victory and glory from the hands of The 
great Captain of his salvation. 

He had removed the hat from his head, 
which bore the furrows of nearly seventy- 
eight summers. The white locks were care- 
fully combed and fell on each side of his 
temples. It was evident that he now felt all 
the dignity of a patriarch in receiving an 
ambassador from his heavenly Prince. There 
was something indescribable in his elevated 
demeanor, which seemed to say to my broth- 
er, •* I know that you are coming on the 
highest embassy of God to man ; that you 
are a herald of the consolation, and pardon, 
and peace of the gospel, and I would stand 
at the door -t)f my house and bid a worthy 
welcome to the servant of my Lord." In 
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the impressive service appointed by the 
Church for his afflicted children, 

'< Peace be to this house^ and to all that dwell in it," 

My heart responded, Amen. Walking 
slowly before us into the room, the old man 
said, " Wife, here are some of our own folk» 
come to see us," and we were welcomed by 
a feeble and aged woman, who seemed worn 
out with fatigue and watching, and troubled 
with a consumptive cough. The old man 
left the room, but soon returned, moving with 
difficulty his eldest daughter, the cripple, by 
rocking the. chair in which she sat, from side 
to side. He then placed himself by the cler- 
gyman, and from the conversation that en- 
sued, it w;as evident that his lieart was at 
rest, in contemplation of the transient nature 
of earthly sorrows, and the never ending joys 
of heaven. 

"These great, afflictions are doubtless in- 
tended," said the minister, " to free us from 
our attachment to the world,* and to set our 
minds on the things above." '* Doubtless," 
replied the old man, as he quoted the scrip- 
tures slowly, and with solemn reverence, 
** for we have here no continuing city, but we 
seek a house not made with hands, eternal 
in the heavens." 
/ 
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This spirit of entire resignation, which 
shone forth triumphantly in every sentence 
uttered by the good and venerable man, was 
indeed delightful. The character of the 
mother, was, perhaps, less chastened and 
subdued. She was, it may be, under the 
necessity of being more like Martha, " care- 
ful and troubled," in providing for us. In- 
deed, she has since confessed, that when she 
first saw me standing by the fence, in conver- 
sation with her husband, she exclaimed, "O, 
there is a stranger ; I hope he will not come 
in to see our poverty and misery." She now 
acknowledges that the stranger's steps were 
guided thither by God. She soon placed a 
table before us, neatly covered and furnished 
with those little delicacies that are found 
ready for the expected, or the unexpected 
guest, in almost every New-England cottage, 
but which surprised us here, for the house is 
on a very secluded spot, distant from any 
road, and seldom visited. Yet in all this ob- 
scurity, affliction, and poverty, we were fnost 
hospitably entertained. Our hostess was not 
a little disturbed, when it was discovered 
that her insane daughter, Maria, had hidden 
the tea-spoons. As she hastily went to the 
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door, and in a very shrill but feeble voice, 
called her amiable little grand-daughter, Eli- 
zabeth, whose mother is now no mbre, I 
thought the sharp tones would go through 
my very heart. 

The eldest daughter, the cripple, still re- 
mained t)owed down in her chair by the 
stove ; but in the calmness and resignation 
of her countenance you might read a delight- 
ful eulogy on the religion of Jesus. She 
was feeble in boHy but strong in faith. A 
heavenly tranquility beamed from her coun- 
tenance, such as the prosperous and happy 
of the world seldom know: but which is the 
peculiar gift of the Savior to his humble 
children. And few persons hare attained to 
greater humility, meekness, and forbearance 
than Elizabeth T. -Her cousin, the ferry- 
man before mentioned, once said to me, " No- 
body knows the worth of Betsey; nothing 
will oflfend her. Sir ; for I believe she never 
was put out in her life." 

It was pleasing to meet in this humble 
dwelling several old and useful books ; one 
of which appeared to have been brought over 
by the Pilgrims. Another was the quaint, 
but, with the Society of Friends, very favor- 
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he work of William Penn, entitled, "N 
Cross, no Crown." Thus were these piou 
people endeavoring to fortify their souls i 
their present afflictions, by steadfastly fixin 
the eye of faith upon the future bliss of ete 
.nity, and by remembering, as an estimabl 
clergyman once expressed himself in tl 
midst of this suffering band, that " Chrii 
himself did bear the crown of thorns befoi 
he ascended to receive tTie crown of glory.' 

After the table was removed, the old ma 
led the way into the sick chamber of his otl 
er daughter, Cynthia. In a small room, coi 
taining but one window, on a couch, whl 
had been her almost constant resting place 
resting place, did I say ? rather, the solitf 
witness of unnumbered hours of the keer 
anguish, lay her emaciated frame, as if 
lain for eleven years ! What a lesson 
the complaining, who, blessed with he 
and living in the midst of prosperity and 
forts, are at a loss for the invention of 
pleasures ! What a lesson for the sicl 
suffer lightly, or have not suffered lonf 
hear it, ye who murmur at God's allot 
This afflicted being suffers more than 
i nation can conceive. Sleep nerer vi 
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As a balm, but brings, in its momentary ap* 
proaches, visions of horror that are changed > 
in her waking hours, to unspeakable anguish ; 
often resembling, to use her own expression, 
*i the tearing of twenty pieces of flesh from 
her person by pincers." Nor is any portion 
of this suffering imaginary, as the healthy 
are sometimes inclined cruelly to suggest. 
Many physicians have declared her case be- 
yond their power, and there are among them 
men of distinguished science, and of well 
known feeling, who cannot read her affecting 
** Appeal to the Faculty," and leave any rea- 
sonable measures for her relief untried. Yet 
this siififering and comparatively uneducated 
woman, has been able, in reliance upon the 
promises of God, to seek relief by fleeing t« 
her Savior, ^^hom she had acknowledged in 
her heart, though- not before men, ere she 
Was stretched upon the bed of agony. She 
has devoted a few of her least distracted 
bours, not to the cultivation of her poetical 
genius which God has given her, for this tal- 
ent she hardly seems conscious of possessing, 
but to the simple expression of her feelings 
in the verses, that during this long period, 
ibe has dictated chiefly to her father. He 
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alone seemed to set a just valine on the rich 
gifts and treasures that lay in her mind. 
^ Of all this, however, we knew nothing. 
My brother approached the bed-side, and 
seated himself near her head. The feW 
questions he asked were not answered with- 
out thought, as too often happens ; for press- 
ing her trembling and wasted fingers upon 
her temples, as if to keep in the anguish, she 
replied, in 'a low voice, and very slowly — 
" You ask your questions rather quickly. Sir; 
will you have the goodness to repeat the 
last ?" " Are you perfectly resigned to the 
will of God ?" She replied, •* I fear. Sir, 
I cannot say that I am." This little trait of 
consideration and sincerity deeply interested 
us, and was the first proof we had of the re- 
markable character of her mind. 

At length the solemn voice of prayer arose 
in that humble dwelling. My brother knelt 
at the bed-side, while the old man, according 
to his custom, leaned on the back of his 
chair. The mother was near. The cripple, 
Elizabeth, was placed at the door, but also 
in the next room, for the sick chamber would 
admit but three. Never shall I forget those 
impressive moments, and, least of all, the 
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solemn benedictions in our affecting and ap- 
propriate service for the " Visitation of the 
Sick." " The Almighty Lord, who is a most 
strong tower to all those who put their trust 
in him; to whom all things in heaven, in 
earth, and under the earth, do bow and obey, 
be now and evermore thy defence ; and make 
thee know and feel that there is none other 
name under heaven given to man, in whom, 
and through whom, thou mayest receive 
health and salvation, but only the name of 
our Lord Jesus Christ." ** Unto God's gra- 
cious mercy and protection we commit thee : 
The Lord bless thee, and keep thee : The 
Lord make his face to shine upon thee, and 
be gracious unto thee : The Lord lift up his 
countenance upon thee, and give thee peace 
both now and evermore. Amen." 

As we withdrew, I looked through the 
window, and thought to myself — How often 
have 1 gazed upon the ceaseless heaving bil- 
lows of that same ocean, and sailed upon its 
bosom many a weary day, in search of the 
interesting wonders that the world contains, 
and now I am returned to the scenes of my 
childhood; to find, in a cottage, the most inter- 
esting of them all. Yet this Rhode Island Cot- 
si 
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tage I have often passed, in utter ignorance 
of its inmates. 

It was not till we retired to the other room 
that we discovered the remarkable fact, that 
the sufferer possessed a large share pf that 
gift, believed to be a peculiar boon of heav- 
en ; for, to our question, " How does your 
daughter C. pass fhe time?" the old man re- 
plied by producing a number of well worn 
and soiled manuscript poems. At first we 
read a few of them tl^rough mere kindness 
to the father ; not thinking that so pure a 
o^em had been hidden among these barren 
rocks. 

Unseen and wild the floweret bloomed, 

Within yon beauteous ocean ide, 
The heaving sea and £r6wning clifi^ 

Alone had seen it smile. 

But in this humble sketch we will say lit- 
tle of her poems ; for they are now before 
the world, and speak for themselves. Suf- 
tice it to say, they are the poetry of truth, 
and are peculiar, because her sufferings are 
peculiarly her own. 

But we must pause to acknowledge the 
goodness of God, who, in taking the father 
from his helpless family, prepared, in the 
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gift bestowed upon that very daughter, whose 
long sickness had contributed to reduce them 
to want, the means of support and comfort, 
for enjoyment they could not expect. 

We departed, leaving a small sum, not as 
a remuneration for their trouble, (for that 
would have deeply wounded the feelings of 
the good old man,) but as the first subscrip- 
tion for the poems of his daughter ; of whose 
gifts the fond father was justly proud, and in 
whose goodness the veteran Christian de- 
lighted. 

As we crossed the water, I said to the fer- 
ryman : " William, you have told me of al- 
most every thing under the sun ; all that 
you knew about the serpent that had nearly 
crushed the Roman army, and a hundred 
such things ; — but you never said a word of 
your sick cousin on^hat hill." How full of 
human nature was his answer ! " She has 
been sick a great while, Sir." Man becomes' 
hardened to sorrows which he often sees, or 
has long known. The sufferer somewhere 
says in her poems — 

'' The sleepless night, the wretched day, 
To mont^ and ytan prdUMged^ 
Priye all one's pitying fiiends away? 
That once benignant thronged." 
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It was deeply affecting, as -we saikd 
smoothly along, to look back upon that cot- 
tage. There it stood, as quiet upon the gen- 
tle elevation as any of the neighboring dwell- 
ings. The smoke curled as beautifully from 
its chimney, and, had we not just left it, we 
might have imagined as much prosperity, 
and happiness, and health, dwelt beneath its 
roof as under theirs. But, oh ! we had seen, 
in that lowly habitation, sharp disease busied 
in destroying all the hopes of its inmates for 
this world. This outward tranquillity and 
loveliness was but a shadow; and yet it was 
an emblem, a holy emblem of the rest, and 
quietness, and joy of heaven, which, we 
trust, to these sufferers, and to all followers 
of the Lamb, shall succeed the woes, turmoil, 
and tumult that are within this lower world, 
and that lie hidden under an outward sem- 
blance of peace in many an afflicted bosom. 

• Lowly cottage, farewell ! When the end 
shall be, may all thy inmates " look upon 
Zion, the city of their solemnities;" may 
their " eyes see Jerusalem a quiet habitation, 
a tabernacle that shall not be taken down." 
There they will no longer need thy humble 
shelter, for they shall inhabit ** a city having 
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the glory of God — a city that has no need of 
the sun, neither of the moon to shine in it, 
for the glory of the Lord will lighten it, and 
the Lamb is the light thereof." In that city 
they shall not be afflicted nor despised, for 
they "shall walk with the kings of the 
earth, which bring their glory and honor in- 
to it ; and there they shall obtain joy and 
gladness, for sorrow and mourning shall flee 
away." And there, if we also be numbered 
aiuong the redeemed, we shall need ye no 
more, little boat, and proud ocean, for " the 
glorious Lord will be unto us a place of broad 
. rivers and streams, wherein shall go no gal- 
ley with oars, neither shall gallant ship pass 
thereby." 

Eighteen months rolled away before I 
could again visit this afflicted family ; dur- 
ing which time I had received holy orders. 
Their situation in the interval is touchingly 
and beautifully described by a clergyman 
who kindly visited them. **I heard of an 
afflicted family in the neighborhood, and 
learning that a visit of condolence would be 
very acceptable, I determined to make one. 
I was directed to a small house, far from 
any road, on the side of a hill, descending to 
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an arm of the sea, which separates this is- 
land from the adjoining main-land. The 
first person I saw, on approaching the house, 
was a young woman at the door, who, as 
soon as she perceived me, uttered some inco- 
herent words, and disappeared. I knocked ; 
was admitted, and soon introduced to the 
family. 

'* It was composed of a venerable old man, 
his wife, and three daughters Here I found 
sickness, distress, and poverty, in conflict 
with religion, peace and purity ; and 1 re- 
joice to say the latter appeared to triumph. 

** The old man was feeble, and broken in . 
constitution and health. His * hoary head,' 
however, was * a crown of glory,' for it was 
found in * the way of righteousness.' 

" He had been an officer in the revolution- 
ary war, and his last days were made anx- 
ious by endeavors to obtain a pension. He 
succeeded about a year sines'; but has now 
gone to serve a more generous Master. 

" His wife was a confirmed invalid, and 
could, with the greatest difficulty, discharge 
her domestic duties. 

" The three daughters were the principal 
sufferers. One was deprived of reason j the 
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other two were emaciated by disease, and 
had been confined to their beds, one for two, 
and the other for seveix years .=^ Medical at- 
tendance, medicines, and loss of time in 
nursing his children, had consumed all the 
property of the good old man, except the 
small tenement which he occupied, and which, 
ere long, he expected to exchange for a still 
narrower one. But, for the.preditof relig- 
ion, and for the comfort of all who may be 
called to pass through * the $re' of such tri- 
als, I can say, that this ^reteran soldier of 
Christ and iiis family seemed, supported by 
the consolations of the gospel. On these I 
conversed at large, and with each member 
of the family ; and T endeavored to lighten, 
by every means in my power, the heavy 
burdens of these poor pilgrims. 

** The father, the mother, and one of the 
daughters appeared cheerful and resigned ; 
but the other daughter seemed greatly de- 
pressed. She had been now seven years on 
a bed of exquisite pain. Her hair had turn- 
ed gray by the unmitigated anguish of her 
head. Sleep had long deserted her, and she 

* She had been ill eleven, and almost bed-ridden seven 
years. 
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seemed to have been in the act of martyr- 
dom for years. Confined for so long a time 
to her bed| incapable of occupation or amuse- 
ment, at times, even of devotion, she strug- 
gled hard to say, * Thy will be done.' She, 
however, appeared to confide in God, but 
was destitute of spiritual consolation.^ 

'' In this state, and in this place, she com- 
posed, from time to time, the poems which are 
about to be published. They are like the La- 
mentations of Jeremiah, or, more truly, like 
the complainings bf Job ; and may serve to 
make both the prosperous and the afflicted 
more grateful, and submissive to the allot- 
ments of Divine Providence. 

** The poems were composed and commit- 
ted to memory, chiefly in the night; and 
were committed to writing by the father and 
others, at their leisure. 

"A little garden before her window, the 
sun which rose and set, the winds of heav- 
en which shook her cottage, and the ocean, 
whose * billowy anthem' was ever chanting 
at the foot of the hill, afforded the only vari- 

♦ She is now entirely resigned to God's will, and de- 
rives all her comfort from the promises of the gospel of 
Christ.-June 28th, 1835. 
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ety to her thoughts. From these, and from 
her hodily saflferings she draws subjects and 
illustrations for her muse. She remains to 
this day sunk in a bed of anguish, calm and 
patient. The blessed Saviour, I trust, sits be- 
side her, as a * refiner and ptkrifier of silver ;' 
and when h6 perceives the work to be com- 
pleted, he will doubtless withdraw the fire. 
I am glad that the poems are to be publish- 
ed, for it is always a relief to make known 
our griefs ; and I cannot but hope, whether 
the number of her admirers be great or small, 
that she will, by these poems, secure to her- 
self a few sympathizing friends. One I am 
sure she has already made ; who remains, 
dear Sir, 

'* Always youts^, B. C. Cutler." 

No apology is made for introducing here a 
letter from Cynthia^ to a lady, who has been 
most benevolent and active in her cause. 

I 

October 28th, 1833. 
<*Dear Madam, 

** I have not strength at present to comply 
with your request respecting an account of 
the nature and progress of my protracted dis^ 
b2 
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eases, and of my feelings under them, which. 
have been any thing rather than what I could 
wish ; though at all times, in my greatest ex- 
tremities, I have assuredly believed that the 
Judge of all the earth will do right, and that 
it is in mercy and compassion He afHicts ; 
and have desired to be enabled to say, * It is 
the Lord ; let him do as seemeth to him 
good.' if ever I am favored with strength 
and composure sufficient, I will, with the ut- 
most readiness and alacrity, gtatify your 
wishes. My dear father is very ill, and to 
appearance, fast approaching the bounds of 
mortality — but with prospects full of immor- 
tality and life. His faith is strong, and his 
soul sustained, in the midst of his bodily dis- 
tresses, with heavenly consolations, and peace 
thatpasseth understanding; which'is a great 
encouragement and support to our minds, 
in the pain and anguish of being separacted 
from a kind and precious parent. But it is 
our humble hope and earnest prayer that the 
separation may not be final ; and that we 
may be again united in those blessed abodes, 
wh^re there is no more pain, sin, nor sorrow, 
and where the Lord shall wipe away all tears 
from i« 11 eyes ; and it is a consoling reflection 
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that this will be the happy lot of all those 
that love and obey the Saviour. 

" With great esteem and cordial regard, 

*'Yoat friend, 

" Cynthia Taggart." 

As the good old man .died shortly after, 
the conclusion of his memoir is inserted, 

** We have experienced a long scene of af- 
fliction, in the protracted illness of three am- 
iable daughters; one of whom, for a long 
time, has been, and still is deprived of her 
reason ; another, for more than ten years, 
has been, by a series of complicated disorders, 
confined helpless, to her bed ; and a third, 
who more than three years since, op the day 
of the funeral obsequies of another sister, 
was seized with sudden illness, has also been 
confined from that time until the last few 
weeks. Thus, by the accumulation of 
misfortunes, I have been compelled to relin- 
qush my property to my indulgent creditors, 
excepting a sufficiency for procuring a. small 
tenement for my suffering family. But, 
what abundant reason have I to pour out ray 
soul in grateful acknowledgement to the Au- 
thor of all good, that in the midst of judg- 
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ment he hath remembered mercy ; that he 
has taken my feet from the miry clay, and 
placed them on the Rock Christ Jesus. 

" In June, 1804, 1 united in Christain fel- 
lowship with the Second Baptist Church in 
Newport; and in September, 1809, was 
chosen, by a unanimous vote, to the office of 
deacon. A»an additional mothre, to call on 
ray soul to bless God's holy name, I have 
abundant reason to hope and firmly believe, 
that my three afflicted daughters have found 
the pearl of great price ; and when reason 
shall have regained its empire in the mind of 
my afflicted Maria, they will unite in pro- 
nouncing all things as loss and dross, in com-^ 
parison with the knowledge of theif" exalted 
Redeemer ; and, with devout hearts and unit- 
ed voices, say with the inspired apostle, * Our 
light affliction, ' which is but for a moment, 
worketh for us a far more exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory.' 

*< WiLLUM Taggaet* 

'' Middletoivn, R. J., October 2^k, 1833.** 

Another gentleman writes. '*! left their 
dwelling, having witnessed a scene of doi 
mcstic suffering, and a form of doipestic pi-r 
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ety> which none can contemplate without be-^ 
ing made better. The impression of it ney-t 
er will be efiaced from my recollection^ 
Amidst the discontents and repinings of so-^ 
ciety, I shall often recall the spectacle of this 
suBering family, and think of the value of 
that religion which has been their support." 



When, at length, duty brought me near 
them, I inquired of a gentleman at Newport, 
*• Do you know any thing of William Tag- 
gart ?" The answer was, *' He died at one 
o'clock this morning." It was Sunday, and 
nothing but the performance of my appropri- 
ate duties would have kept me away from 
them till the next morning, when, accompa- 
nied by a benevolent lady, I again fbund my- 
self passing over a part of the same road. 
But the family abode was no longer by the 
seaside ; for the old man had been compelled 
to sell his Kttle fiirm to pay his debts, and 
had removed to a cottage about four miles 
from Newport, and situated on the principal 
road across the island. 

There he had purchased a small house, 
with a (ew acres of land. By the assistance 
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of a most benevolent gentleman of the city 
of New Yoik, who is well known for his 
Christian kindness and generosity to the in- 
habitants of that part of the island, the aged 
soldier had obtained a pension, and now 
hoped to maintain his family honorably and 
comfortably, when death came and took him 
away, and left his helpless wife and children 
to the Father of the fatherless and the wid- 
ow's God. My brother, in company with the 
gentleman just mentioned,* visited the fam- 
ily while the father lay on his dying bed. 

" Will you join with me in the pmyers of 
our Church ?"* said my brother. ** By all 
means ; in the prayers of your own Church, 
Sir, if you please," said the dying man. 
He listened with deep attention, and seemed 
most fervently to pray in the language of 
that sublime and beautiful liturgy, which has, 
for ages, been hallowed by the lips of martyrs, 
and confessors, and holy men of old. When 
the impressive devotions were ended, the old 
man exclaimed, with the spirit of charity 
glowing on his countenance, "You can't 
have better prayers than those^ Sir." 

The language of the mother was most 

• Samuel Ward, deceased. 
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touching. When she saw her friends in their 
new cotta£:e, she forgot all her afflictions, and 
instead of repining, dwelt upon the goodness 
of God. " O I Mr. Ward," she said, clasp- 
ing her hands together, as is her custom 
when deeply moved, '*how thankful we 
ought to be that we have a roaf over our 
heads." 

But to resume the thread of the narrative. 
The lady and myself entered the house of 
mourning. The first sight that met our eyes 
was the coffin of the good man, decently 
placed, and waiting the last solemn rites. 
He who had Juried two beloved daughters 
but a short time before, and had not strength 
to follow the mother of his g^and-child, Eli- 
zabeth, to the grave, was gone to tho^e who 
could not return to him. 

The cripple was now able to move about 
the house by herself, though not without dif- 
ficulty, supporting herself from chair to chair. 
She met us at the door, recognized me, and 
soon told her mother of our coming. The 
aged and feeble widow seized my hands, 
joined them together, bent over them, and, 
as I felt the tears falling fast upon them, I 
thought her h«art would break, as she cried, 



46 



** He is gone ! he is gone ! and what shall 1 
do ?" After the first burst of grief had sub- 
sided, she began to relate, in the midst of her 
tears, the circumstances attending the last 
hours of her departed husband. He spent 
them in piously exhorting his neighbors. 
But he had not left this duty to be done on 
his death-bed alone ; for nearly thirty years 
he had confessed Christ before rhen, and he 
ilow called together those who had witness- 
ed his consistent and pioUs life, that he might 
close his instructions, and having set to them 
the kst hand of faith, seal them up in their 
presence, with the impress and glowing hope 
of a blessed immortality. Very often it was 
supposed that his last moments were rapidly 
approaching, " and when we told him," said 
the weeping wife, ** that he would wear him- 
self out, he only said, 'let me spend my last 
hours in doing my Master's will | let me tell 
ihy neighbors, before I go hence, to be no 
more seen, that they must be ready for the 
Lford at his coming. It will be soon to them 
also.' " O, Sir," she continued, "^ou can- 
not tell how he talked. He was so quiet 
and resigned. On the first day of Septem- 
ber he went out of his house for the last 



41 



time, to pick out his grave. But he was too 
weak, and had to come back again very soon. 
Then he said^ * 1 cannot da it, but my friends 
will do it for me.' He never went out again. 
He wrote that account of his life a few days 
before he died.* He was soon confined to 
his room ; but sometimes, when the neigh- 
bors came in, he would raise himself up in 
his bed, and talk to them for hours, till we 
were afraid his strength was all gone. And 
O, Sir, how good he talked. He said he was 
going to a world that he had sometimes seen 
in his dreams, and it was so much brighter 
and better than this world, that we must not 
be sorry for him. One night he waked, and 
told me he thought he had been in that glo- 
rious world ; that he should soon be there m- 
deed, and that when he was gone to the bet- 
ter land, I must be comforted, and remember 
he was happier than he was here, and that 1 
must get ready to join him. But, O ! now 
he is gone ! What shall 1 do ? He is gone !" 
But who may measure the depth of this 
affliction to Cynthia ? Her father had been 
almost the only person for many long, long 
years who had truly and fully sympathized 

* See Poems, page xxx. 
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with her; for although others felt for her 
physical sufferings, they were not all well 
aware of the exalted nature of the soul that 
was bowed down beneath this load ot bodily 
agony. It was her father who comforted her 
desponding hours. It was to her father that 
she had dictated those little effusions that 
solaced the weariness of her couch of sorrow. 
It was her father who had read to her the 
holy book of God, and sent up from her bed- 
side the earnest prayer in her behalf. It was 
her father whom she would see in this world 
no more. 

Elizabeth led the way to her sister's cham* 
her. Ascending a steep and narrow stair- 
case, we found ourselves in a very small bed- 
room, nearly filled with the couch which the 
sufferer occupied. I approached the head of 
the bed. She knew me. The chill Novem- 
ber blast rattled against and penetrated the 
loosened window. " Does not this cold wind 
give you pain ?" '* It cools my brain" was 
her reply. I soon found that her mental suf* 
faring for her' father's loss was very great ; 
and though murmurings were repressed, I 
perceived, by the quivering of her lips, that 
an inward agorty was there. I spoke of the 
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character of the departed ; of the victory he 
had now gained in the great battle of his 
Master ; of the consolation of the scriptures, 
giving hope that we shall meet in another 
world, and recognize our friends who have 
died in Jesus, if only our own robes are 
washed white in the blood of the Lamb.* 

At length Elizabeth said, " Cynthia, will 
you tell our friend the lines you made about 
our dear father?" '*They are not worthy 
of being repeated," she replied, ^^for they 
are only my feelings ^ B,ut when 1 request- 
ed it she dictated, slowly and distinctly, her 
trembling hand supporting her aching head, 
and I wrote down, from her lips, line by line, 
the following : 

TO UfiR FATHER, 

•UPPOSED TO BE DYING. 

My Father I sweet thy accents fall, 

And full of tender love ; 
These will thy suffering child recall, 

When thou art blest above. 

Thott^idst the words of joy and peace 

With faith and love combine, 
That taught my soul from earth to cease 

And seek to follow thine. 



* 2 Samuel xii. 23; John xiv. 2, 3; 1 Thessjubnians iv. 
13, 18 ; V. 10 ; 2 Thessalonians ii. 1. 
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Oh ! shall no more my listeningr ear 

Catch that celestial voice? 
No more thy heavenly converse hear, 

That bade my soul r^oice ? 

Those words of kind parental care, 

Which soothed my bed of pain ; 
That look of sympathy, oh! ne'er 

Shall I behold again ! 

Where shall thy suffering child repair, 

To seek protection now ? 
Since Death's cold hand, so often near. 

Has touch'd thine honored brow. 

Where shall this helpless, writhing form 

A kind supporter find ? 
And where, oh ! where, midst Sorrow's storm, 

Shall rest this struggling mind ? 

Who will, like thee, direct the prayer 

With strong desire to heaven ; 
And grace unto thy children bear, 

To fervent pleadings given ? 

O blessed parent, guide, and friend ! 

Where shall my soul repose ? 
Our sky is dark , what ills attend ! 

The world no succor shows. 

Where ?— but alas ! on earth how vain 

To seek a cure for grief; 
Tet One the helpless will sustain ; 

Thy God will give relief. 

Yes, He to whon^thy soul shall rise, 

And be for ever blest. 
Will look, in pity, from the skies, 

And give thy children rest. 
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Let any humane heart imagine her situa- 
tion. Separated only by the ceiling, and but 
a few feet distant from her father, yet that 
separation was for ever in this world. She 
could not be carried to him, and he, for four 
weeks previous to his death, could not. come 
to her. Still she could hear his voice as he 
piously exhorted his neighbors, and that voice 
was to her so dear ! She was soon to hear 
it no more. Often had the sorrowful tidings 
been brought to her, that her father was dy- 
ing, and again he had revived. While the 
rest of the family were assembled around the 
bed of the dying man, she could but lay in 
her loneliness and think — " My father still 
lives, but I shall never see him again !" Be- 
fore our departure the funeral guests had as- 
sembled. Among them was a brother of the 
deceased, the dearest uncle of his children. 
He was also laid in his grave a few months 
afterwards, and this bereaved family was left 
with scarcely a human stay. Having looked 
once more upon the countenance of the righ- 
teous dead, 1 went away, leaving the mourn- 
ers to ** commit the body to the ground, 
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust, 
looking for the general resurrection in the 
l^st day, and the life of the world to come." 
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The Spring had covered his grave with, 
green grass, when I next stood by it, and the 
single flower which grew upon it, I plucked, 
and put into Cynthia's hand. The tears 
stood in her eyes as she looked upon and 
cherished this beautiful emblem of the res- 
urrection of her father, who should arise 
from the dead to the new life of heaven, as 
this humble flower had arisen, with the 
spring, from her father's grave. How often 
she had been lifted up on her pillow, that she 
might look upon the orchard trees, under 
which she had once seen her father walking ; 
but he was there no more ! 

ox A I^TTIii: FLiOMriSR, 

WHICH GREW ON HER PJLTHBi'S GRAVE. 

Sweet flower ! what brig'ht spot gave thee birth ? 

Ah ! my sick heart replies, 
It grew upon the hallowed earth 

Where my lov*d parent lies. 

Ah I must his reverend form beloved, 

Now moulder in the tomb, 
From earth's bright joyous scenes removed, 

In Death's dark rayless gloom ? 

p, blessed parent, whence these tears 
" That will not be reinress'd ? 
1 know thy soul in heaven appears, 
— And thou supremely bTessM. 



• 

Before the eternal throne of God 

I know thy spirit dwellB, 
And, raptured in that bright abode, 

Sweet hallelivjahs gwells. 

But still my aching heart will bleed, 

And seek to find thee here ; 
O, father, much thy loye I need, 

Forgive the falling tear. 

This blooming flower, June's balmy breeze, 

Recalls to my sad mind, 
Where late I saw, beneath the tnes, 

That reverend form reclin'd. 

While sweet benignity and grace 

In that calm aspect shone ; 
Celestial love beam'd in thy face. 

And joys to earth unknown, 

While from those lips, snblimest themef! 

In holy ardor flow'd, 
When fbith portrayed the glorious scenes 

Of thy divine abode. 

And still those soul inspiring strains 
Ne'er ceased, but witli thy breath ; 

When racked thy form with mortal pftin, 
Sweet were tiiy words in death ! 

And may not this bright, golden flower,* 

Be a faint emblem, given 
Of hopes that cheered tby mortal hotay 

Bright with the rays of heaven. 

« 

When at thy last focpiring throe, 
Thy soul, on wings of love, 



* This flower is commonly cabled a butt«r-cup. 
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Burst its confining bondage through, 
And sought the reaUns above : 

Beyond the regions of the skies, 

Those brightj immortal plains, 
Where love and pleasure never dies, 

Where CHsm the Saviour reigns. 

There has thy ransomed soul, refined, 

With the adoring throng. 
Transported, in their praises Joined, 
. Their everlasting song. 

And ere that last departing scene. 

When fied thy soul above, 
Thou did'st with hallowed joy serene, 

Dwell on redeeming love. 

How oft, at evening's tranquil hour, . 

That heavenly voice I heard, 
When thou, for mercy's healing power. 

The fervent prayer preferred. 

While humble thanks, each morning rose, 

As incense to the skies. 
To Him who bore our heavy woes, 

And hears our suppliant cries. 

How oft, beside my painful bed. 

Of languishment and grief. 
Thou hast sustain'd my fidnting head, 

And sought from heaven relief! 

While sweetest sympathy divine. 

In thy loved'aspect shone, 
When press'd my sccMrching hand in thine, 

And soothed each anguished moan ! 

Thou, with what glorious words ! didst raise 
My drooping thoughts to heaven, 

And teach my soul on him to gaze, 
Who endless lift hath given. 
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O, mwBt that look, that voice, no mora 

If 7 fainting sool sustain ? 
Most still my aching heart deplore, 

And seek thee still in vain ? 

O, bless'd parent, thoa oan'st ne'^r 

To thy sad offiipring come ; 
O, may thy helpless child prepare, 

To gain thine heavenly home. 

There meet thee in ecstatic bliss, 

With all the ransomed throng, 
Arrayed in perfect righteousness : 

Join, too, that holy song, 

To Him who fills the Ihrone of heaven, 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Be glory, honor, blessings given. 

Eternally— Amen ! 
Junt21st, 1884. 

But she had now wholly given up her own 
will to the will of God. The third chaptet 
of the Lamentations of Jeremiah was read 
to her, ** I am tl^e man that hath seen afflic-* 
tion by the rod of his wrath," (ver. 1,) The 
tears fell, but they w^re more chastened 
than they were two years before. All her 
thoughts, whether expressed in the beautiful 
and appropriate language of her conversation, 
or flowing in numbers, were evidently rest- 
ing in heaven. She still lives. And who 
that sits in her little chamber, or breathes the 
pure and refre^ing air of heaven, which in 

El 
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summer surrounds that quiet dwelling, can 
doubt, that the promise " thou- wilt make all 
his bed in his sickness," (Psa. xli. 3,) will be 
fulfilled, till she come to the invisible land, 
whose ** inhabitants shall not say, I am sick." 

TO THE SPIRIT OF BiY DEPARTED FATHER. 

O ! blessed Spirit, whither hast thou fled, 
Far firom the pleasant earth and smiling skies, 
No more fresh odors from the bright mom shed, 
Shall wake thy soul its matin hymn to rise. 

No more that form shall grace the calm repast, 
No more those words of holy ardor flow, 
While beaming faces, with hush'd reverence, cast 
Fond filial glances o'er that honor'd brow. 

No more around the tranquil autumn hearth, 
Where lov'd forms leather as the day declines. 
No more in solemn joy or gentle mirth. 
That form— that Yoice— in the lov'd circle joins. 

Far, tkr away, O desolate abode ! 

That once loved sounds from those blest footsteps gave, 
Ah ! where is he, for whom each fond heart ^-lows, 
The spirit fled, the lov'd form in the grave. 

Yes, he whose hoary head and reverend brow, 
Deep, holy thought and piety bespoke. 
Whose voice of solemn praises lingers now, 
That in tiie soul immortal yearnings woke. 

O holy parent, who thy place shall fill ? 
Who to the household band shall peace restore? 
Thy chair is vacant, and the lov'd voice still, |i 
That none shall fill, O never, never more. 
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Yet where art thoo, O bleesed jMurent, where ? 
In the high heavens through the Redeemer's blood, 
Chanting high anthems ever g-lorions there, 
And praise imatortal to the Lamb of God. 

LETTERS FROM CYNTHIA TAGGART. 

LETTER I. 

To a Lady. 

MiDDLETOWN, R. I., 

Jan. 19M, 1835. 
Dear Madam : 

After having received from you so many 
demonstrations of the most pure and disin- 
terested kindness, and so many evidences of 
the deep and active interest you have taken 
in my Welfare, I doubt not but you will par- 
don this intrusion however unexpected and 
exceptionable it be. I now solicit your at- 
tention a few moments, solely from anxiety 
to learn something of the state of so benev- 
olent and worthy a friend, to whom I am un- 
der the deepest obligations, and for whom 1 
feel an ardor of afl^ction, that I am confident 
no language can adequately express. Ever 
since I enjoyed those interesting and highly 
gratifying interviews with you, last summer, 
I have felt an ardent and irrepressible desire 
again to hear from so kind and symps^thizing 
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a friend ; one who has the peculiar and hap* 
py ability of contributing so greatly^ to the 
relief of the afflicted, and of ad^lpting ail her 
expressions of consolation and encourage- 
ment so exactly to the state of the sufferer ; 
from whom I have formerly received the 
most exhilarating and scriptural epistles, 
written in the kindest and most soothing 
manner, at a time when most needed, when 
my heart was overwhelmed, when my flesh 
was exercised with exquisite pain, and my 
soul mourned in the bitterness of hopeless 
grief. Could I again be the recipient of a 
few similar favors, they would be cherished 
with the most grateful affection, and would 
greatly relieve and revive the desponding 
heart of a wearied sufferer. But I do not 
utter this expression of my feelings as a re- 
quest, for I am truly sensible I have no 
claims on your kindness, and that all your 
numerous, unmerited, and unrequited favors, 
have been bestowed with the utmost disinter- 
estedness. • But as you have voluntarily 
written to me in the moit friendly manner, 
when a stranger, and as it is now so long a 
period since we have heard from you, I can- 
not wholly divest rfiyself of the fear, though 



53 



perhaps you will think it childish, that I 
have in some way offended you, though I 
know not how it can be, as I am certain, if 
my heart could be laid bare to view, there 
has not one thought passed in it respecting 
yourself from the moment I first saw you to 
the present, with which you could be dis- 
pleased, unless your modesty and great 
Christian humility should induce you to dis- 
approve the high estimatjon in which my 
heart holds you, and ever must. But I am 
not only exercised with fears lest I should 
have unconsciously offended you, but lest you 
should be suffering from some severe afflic- 
tion, either personal or relative, and I cannot , 
feel any tranquillity or comfort when reflect- 
ing on one so inexpressibly dear and worthy, 
while in uncertainty respecting either. But 
if neither of the three evils 1 have feared is 
a reality, a few lines, if it would not be re- 
pugnant to your feelings, in affirmation of 
the same, would relieve a heart susceptible 
of the tenderest sensibilities, and alive to the 
keenest emotions, and would add another to 
the numerous obligations I am already un- 
der to the best of friends, and would increase 
my gratitude, which is now, and ever will 
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continue inexpressible. My dear friend, 1 
hope I have not now displeased you by ex- 
pressing my childish fears, lest I had formerly 
done so. I am aware they may be entirely 
needless ;^ but as I feel some anxiety on that 
account, and more still lest you should be in 
affliction, I could not resist the inclination, 
though I am very feeble, of writing, in the 
hope of learning from yourself that you are 
still in the enjoyment of health and prosper- 
ity, and that all my fears are altogether 
groundless. But I am confident, even if 1 
should have unintentionally offended you, or 
if you should be in affliction, your true be- 
nevolence and Christian charity will induce 
you still to pray for so distressed and help- 
less a sufferer and sinne< as your poor friend, 

C. Taggart. 

LETTER II. 

To Mrs. A. R. M , who has been a suf- 
ferer by sickness more than twenty years. 

AprU 1st, 1835. 
Dear and venerated Friend : 

With mingled pleasure and gratitude I pe- 
rused your second interesting and very wel- 
come letter. It is a favor most dear to my 
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heart to be remembered, instructed, and con* 
soled by the aged and experienced Christian, 
especially those who have passed through a 
series of long continued and trying afflic- 
tions ; but have still, notwithstanding the se- 
verity of their numerous and protracted dis- 
tresses, mdintained firm and unshaken confi- 
dence in Gpd, an habitual sense of his infin- 
ite goodness and compassion, and a calm and 
placid resignation to his righteous will. To 
be made the recipient of epistles emanating 
from the heart of one who has been thus re- 
fined and purified in the furnace of affliction, 
are favors for which I can never express nor 
feel sufficient gratitude. But I am sensible 
it should be my chief concern to endeavor to 
profit by the favors I receive, and to exert my 
utmost efibrts to follow and imitate the ex 
amples of those whom I so much esteem and 
admire ; those who, through faith and pa- 
tience, are prepared to inherit the promises. 
P that it may be thus ! O, my dear Mad- 
am, in your fervent aspirations for grace, will 
you not remember your poor afflicted friend, 
who is weary and heavy laden* and ineffec- 
tually panting after rest ? I doubt not but 
you do remember me in your intercession 
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with the compassionate Redeemer ; and it is 
a source of much consolation, especially m 
we find in the words of truth* that the efiec- 
tualf fervent prayers of the righteous avail 
much. My dear and worthy friend, I truly 
and deeply sympathize with you in the se- 
vere affliction you have sustained in the loss 
of an interesting and lovely niece, of whom 
you so feelingly and yet resignedly speak. 
You must, indeed, have felt strongly attach- 
ed to one so young and yet so worthy, and 
must have felt most keenly in your debilitat- 
ed and suffering staj;e, the separation from so 
kind and gentle a companion. But your 
calm and ever thankful resignation of her in- 
to the hands of her Creator and Redeemer, 
redounds to the praise of the grace of God 
through Jesus Christ. O how wonderful is 
the power of religion, thus to turn the sever- 
est afflictions into the choicest blessings, and 
the deepest sorrows into peace, even the 
peace that passeth understanding ! You also 
mention, with much affection and gratitude, 
the worthy, friends of a superior station, who 
have kindly visited you in your affliction, 
and sympathized in your distresses ; and by 
whom you have been refreshed and strength- 
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ened, by beholding them thus following the 
example of their Lord and Savior. My own 
d^ar family also hare similar favors to ac- 
knowledge, and I hope and trust with some- 
what similar feelings. We have often felt 
astonishmeet and thankfulness at findincr 
many in the higher classes of society so ap- 
parently free from pride, and so truly and 
disinterestedly benevolent; and our hearts 
often overflow with love and gratitude to 
those excellent and highly valued friends 
who have frequently visited our humble 
dwelling, and pourtd the precious balm of 
Christian love and sympathy into our almost 
bleeding hearts : among whom, one of the 
most valued and beloved, is your dear friend 

Miss G , to whom be pleased to present 

my most affectionate and respectful regards. 
I never saw any other person who could so 
readily comprehend, and so deeply sympa- 
thize in the afflictions of others, or so sooth- 
ingly administer spiritual consolation. O 
what so inexpressibly precious as pure and 
holy affection and tender sympathy! and 
how admirably adapted to ameliorate and re- 
fine the human heart : and, I cannot but 
think, how much more effectual to mitigate 
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the afflictions, and soothe the sorrows of life, 
than the most argumentative and didactic 
discourse ever uttered. I sensibly feel, my 
dear Madam, the kindness of your compas- 
?iionate wish, that the state of my frail and 
decaying system were no worse than your 
own. .Perhaps it is not, yet it is in a state 
exceedingly painful and trying ; but, though 
I suffer greatly, and, I think, inconceivably , 
from the absence of sleepy and from actiuil 
and acute pain, yet, I am generally calm and 
composed in conversation, which leads many 
of my friends to suppose my sufferings viuch 
less than they really are. But I think it not 
right, however greatly distressed, to be wor- 
rying and peevish, when it is possible to be 
calm and placid; and even if it was not 
wrong: those that suffer constantly and se- 
verely are under the necessity of being as 
composed and quiet as possible, in order to 
))reserve the little strength that remains to 
them, otherwise they could not possibly en- 
dure the incessant fatigue and exhaustion oc- 
casioned by protracted and irremediable suf- 
fering. But, as * every heart knoweth only 
its own bitterness,* so the distresses of the 
body are never fully known to any earthly 
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being, save the individual who endures them. 

But, as Miss G has often feelingly said, 

' it is a consolation to know that our Maker 
knoweth our frame, and>that the innumera- 
ble and excruciating distresses that weary and 
agonize the spirit, though invisible to our fel- 
low creatures, are all intimately known to 
Him, and^hat he compassionateth our state, 
knowing that we are but ditsty^ and though 
we may often receive much tenderness and 
compassion from the disciples of the merci- 
ful Redeemer, to him only, we must look for 
that which is abiding and unchangeable. 
My dear and worthy friend, that your suffer- 
ings may be lessened, and your consolations 
increased, and that you may have, as un- 
doubtedly you will, in due time, an abundant 
entrance admistered unto you into the joy of 
your Lord, is the fervent desire of your sin- 
cerely affectionate friend. 

Cynthia Taggart. 

letter iii. 

To a Lady, 

My dear Friend : 

How shall I thank you for all the une- 
qualled and unmerited kindness you have 
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beneficently shown a poor and lonely sufferer ! 
O that I could make you some return ! But 
that is impossible ! But my heart will ever 
glow with the sincerest gratitude for all the 
numerous favors you have so kindly and dis- 
interestedly conferred on one who had no 
claim on your kindness and in whom there is 
nothing to recommend to your notice, but mis- 
ery and helplessness. Surely it must be the 
love of Christ that constrains you to feel an 
affectionate interest in such a one ; and t ar- 
dently desire and fully trust that he who has 
promised so liberally to reward those that 
succor and relieve the afilicted, will abundant- 
ly reward and bless you for all those Chris- 
tian kindnesses and labors of love ; and may 
you receive grace for grace, be filled with all 
holy consolation, with joy unspeakable and 
full of glory. It is impossible to express 'the 
deep affection, the little intercourse I have 
had with you has atrakened in my heart. 
Your consoling letters, so fraught with en- 
couragement and instruction, and the purest 
sympathy will ever be cherished by me as a 
most valued treasure ; and your subsequent 
kindness in the unwearied interest you have 
taken in gaining subscribers, and in many 
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other respects relative to the publication of 
ray little poems, demand my warmest grati- 
tude, and can never be forgotten. My dear 
friend, may r not, hope my heartfelt thanks 
for all these unmerited favors may be accept- 
able to you, however inadequate they are to 
the occasion, and I beg you will believe that 
I feel abundantly more than I can express. 
You have not only conferred your precious 
friendship on a secluded victim of sorrow* 
but you have gained her many most excel- 
lent and invaluable friends, whom though 
she may never see, her heart will ever thank 
and revere. In the reply to the first letter I 
received from you, I promised to give a par- 
ticular account of the nature and effects of 
my peculiar afflictions ; but whenever, through 
the winter, I have had strength to write, I 
have been engaged in some little matter that 
was indispensable at that time ; and now the 
warmer season has returned, 1 think I shall 
not be able, as I am still weaker, and it 
causes a much more painful effort to write or 
exercise deliberate thought. But if I were 
able, though I think the relation could not now 
interest you, I would feel no reluctance in 
describing both my physical and mental suf- 



62 



feting, to one who is so benevolent and gen- 
erous, and so richly possessed of that holy 
charity that thinketh no evil. My mother, 
arid eldest sister, Elizabeth, request you to 
accept their best wishes and cordial thanks. 
They remember you with great esteem and 
affection. And, my dear friend, may I not 
request you, through the influence of divine 
charity, to let us have an interest in your 
prayers. 

With great esteem and grateful affection, 

C. Taggart, 

LETTER IV. 

To the same, 

AprU Utk, 1835. 
My dear Miss 



Your very interesting and welcome letter 
was handed me by Mr. Gammell, who kindly 
called on us and refreshed us, during his 
short stay, with refined and Christian con- 
versation. The feelings of grateful affection 
with which I perused your most truly affec- 
tionate and sympathizing epistle, and the sol- 
ace it conferred, I can find no language to ex- 
press. Your former kind letter, accompanied 
by a packet from an unknown friend* I also 
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received in safety, from each of which 1 de- 
rived much consolation and refreshment. 
Such expressions of tender sympathy and 
afiection, though inadequate to remove afflic- 
tion, are indeed precious, particularly those 
contained in your last communication, com- 
ing as they do from one who so fully com- 
prehends the nature and tendency of severe 
and protracted affliction, and who is so inti- 
mately conversant with the volume of divine 
truth, and draws from thence such soothing 
considerations, so fraught with large and 
ample consolation and encouragement, and 
so admirably adapted to sustain the sufferer, 
even in the furnace of affliction, are favors 
more dear to my heart than all which the un- 
sanctified world could bestow. I do, indeed, 
my dear friend, esteem it among the choicest 
blesssings with which I am favored, that the 
compassionate Redeemer has conferred on 
me the friendship and sympathy of some of 
his most truly devoted people, those who 
most closely and un wearily follow his own 
holy and beneficent example; and among 
the most valued and beloved of those highly 
esteemed Christian friends, permit me, my 
dear Madam to name the honored friend to 
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whom I am writing. O that my gratitude were 
commensurate with my blessings, both to their 
divine Author and to those benevolent indi- 
viduals by whom they are received. 1 have 
indeed great "cause for gratitude. Your ever 
precious and thrice welcome epistles never 
fail to console, instruct, and sustain my way- 
ward and desponding soul, and however 
weary and heavy laden, and bowed down be- 
neath a weight of accumulated affliction, those 
precious communications invariably lighten 
the load of sorrow, and revive my drooping 
spirits, and even infuse a tranquillity and 
peace into my previously overwearied and 
sinking heart, that the world can neither give 
nor take away. O how much, how inconceiv- 
ably much may a kind, intelligent, and sym- 
pathizing friend do to alleviate the distresses 
and sustain the spirit of the sufierer in the 
midst of the most excruciating and protracted 
afflictions, by a free and unreserved participa- 
tion in their sorrows. Several interesting 
considerations, in reference to the afflictions 
of this life, on wljich you so ably and in- 
structively remark, seem worthy of much 
more attention than they generally receive. 
That this is the only scene in which human 
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bekigs can alleviate the sorrows and admia- 
ister consolation to the afflicted, seems calcu- 
lated to awaken the dormant sensibilities of 
every Christian, and to excite in them a fer* 
vent desire of doing all the good in their day 
and generation, which it is possible to per- 
form in so limited a period ; and as the gra* 
cious Redeemer not only deigns to accept all 
such kindnesses as are shown to others in 
his name as done unto himself, but has prom- 
ised munificently to reward those who ha^e 
shown the smallest kindness even to the 
least of his suffering people, one would sup- 
pose such considerations peculiarly adapted 
to awaken in every breast a deep and abiding 
interest in the sufierings of others, and an 
ardent and unwearied desire of contiibuting 
to the alleviation of their distresses; and 
when they are irremediable, to pour the heal- 
ing balm of sympathy into the wounded 
heart of those who are hourly struggling to 
endure with calmness ^a weight of inconceiv- 
able and never ceasing distresses, and to say, 
in sincerity of soul, 'Not my will, O Lord, 
but thine be done.' Yet, how little assistance 
many times do the afflicted receive from 
those around them in Uie endurance of their 
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suiTerings ! Do you not think that the pfe- 
cepts and injunctions of the divine Redeemer) 
in reference to soothing and sustaining the af- 
flicted, are sometimes strangely forgotten 
even by those who profess to be h^s followers ? 
Many persons seem to suppose that it is al* 
toays imaginary sufferings only to which they 
are called to yield their attention, and in 
which they are desired to participate, and 
that any degree of kindness would infallibly 
augment rather than alleviate them. But I 
cannot find any such caution suggested in 
the scripture ; but we find in those sacred 
records abundant evidence, that this mortal 
life abounds with a great variety of real and 
deplorable sufferings. We learn from thence 
that mankind 'are born unto trouble,' and 
that 'great is the misery of man ;' that ' his 
flesh upon him shall have pain, and his soul 
within him shaU mourn ;' and the numerous 
injunctions there given to comfort the af- 
flicted, to relieve the distressed, sustain the 
helpless, and succor the poor and needy ; to 
remember those who are in bonds, as being 
bound with them, and to bear one another's 
burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ ; 
and, above all, the example of the great Ke- 
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deemer, who invariably evinced the tenderest 
compassion towards every sufierer and the 
utmost readiness to relieve every species of 
distress, seem conclusive, that this over cau- 
tious spirit is not derived from the holy ora- 
cles, but apparently from a worldly principle 
of sordid selfishness, entirely 'opposite to 
those inculcated by the benevolent Redeem- 
er. Undoubtedly there are sufferings occa- 
sioned by diseases which chiefly aflect the 
imagination, though it is fidly evident that 
all are not such ; but even these ought not, 
I should suppose, to be excluded from sympa- 
thy and tenderness. I have known several 
persons, in such a state, to be driven almost^ 
one of them quite, to desperation by the 
harshness with which they were treated by 
their nominal friends and nearest relations. 

But 1 had actually forgotten that I was 
writing a letter, and to one of the best and 
kindest of friends. But you will pardon the 
digressions dictated by the feelings of a suf- 
ferer, even though they may be both errone- 
ous and ill-timed. 

I will now leave this subject which occa- 
sions regret, and return, for a moment, to one 
which inspires gratitude. The * packet' 
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which 1 noticed in the commencement of this 
letter, contained two letters ; one from Miss 

G , of Newburyport, a sick lady, who 

has suffered long and greatly ; the other, 

from Miss P , of Brookline, Massachu- 

settSi both very excellent and interesting epis- 
tles, evincive of much Christian sym(>athy 
and affection. I could scarcely realize that 
such productions, so fraught with kindness, 
were from the hands of entire strangers. 
The first mentioned lady sent me a little pin- 
cushion, in the form of a book, which she 
had executed upon her bed of suffering, and 
a nng from off her owd finger, as mementos 
of affection, and as such^ I highly value them. 

how precious, how inexpressibly precious, 
enlarged and exalted is the principle of pure 
and holy love ! how far surpassing any mere 
natural affection. In this sacred principle, 
though lowly and unworthy, I doubt not but 

1 am embraced, my dear friend, by you, and 
by many others,* to whom, without this holy 
affection, I should be an object of total indif« 
ference, if not of aversion. how inestima- 
ble are the privileges of the least and lowest 
of those who are the partakers and subjects 



* S«e Schiller's beautii\il poem addressed to Freude (Joy.) 
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ofjthis heavenly aflfection ; I tieed not re- 
quest y€u my dear friend, to remember me, 
or to write to us, whenever it is convenient. 
I doubt not but you will favor me with your 
valuable epistles, which, whether 1 can an- 
swer them or not, will ever be more welcome 
than language can express. Please, my. dear 
Madam, to accept, for yourself and family, 
the affectionate regards of my mother and 
sister, ?«nd of your ever attached, 

C. Taggart. 
P. S. — I regret that I have no verses worth 
your perusal, but such as I have I will en- 
close. I have felt so far from writing of late, 
that 1 had almost forgotten that I had ever 
written any.=* 

LETTER V. 

The following letter is printed exactly as 
written, with a very few changes in orthog- 
raphy. 

Ma^ S3c;, 1835. 
Dear and Rev. Sir : 

Your kind letter of May the 6th, was not 
received till on the evening of the 10th, 
when as you will perceive, it was too late for 

♦ The lines on the Little Y\tmet, thoee to the Spirit of 
her Father, a Hymn and Psalm, aocompanied this letter. 
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my sister to reply to your inquiries, as a 
ter could not have possibly been forwai 
to you in the short interval that elapsed 
tween our reception of your and your de 
ture from Providence — and to have wri 
after your arrival in New York was unne 
sary. I have continued very ill, much 
when you were here, till within a few c 
— am now a little recovered, though it i 
an extremity of pain I am now writing, 
am so oppressed with a faint sickness 
every two or three minutes my stren 
thought, and sight, entirely fail me, so tl 
am under the necessity of lying perfectly 
tionless and silent for a considerable time 
order to revive sufficiently to proceed ^ 
my task. I should not have written 
particularly of my health, but that you : 
perceive that it is not from want of a gi 
ful sense of your kindness, nor from w 
tance, that I have not complied with you: 
quest, in giving you an exact and minute 
count of my religious feelings front i 
commencement to the present time, but 
my distressed and very weak state, botl 
body and mind, render it, at present, wi 
impracticable ; and besides, many of the 
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ercises of my heart are such, that it is rery 
difficult to define them ; and many of my 
early religious impressions and feelings are 
partially forgotten ; but I have still a clear 
recollection of the emotions awakened, and 
the o{)inions I formed, on my first attentive 
perusal of the Prayer Book. I was then 
about twenty-one years of age — I had previ- 
ously heard, (not from my parents,) many 
things calculated to prejudice the mind against 
the Episcopal Church — most that I had heard 
was from the only member of that Church I 
had ever seen — he informed my father, with 
apparent integrity, that it was the general 
and prevailing custom among the members 
of the religious community to which he be- 
longed, to frequent balls and theaj^res, and 
all places of public amusement to which the 
gay and accomplished votaries of pleasure 
resorted ; and that even their most devout, 
and their pastors, considered it no sin, nor 
the least deviation from duty. My father, 
though not then a Christian, was much sur- 
prised at his relation. He thought such a 
practice evidently opposite to the holy and 
self-denying example of Christ and his apos- 
tles and at variance with the principle and 
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spirit of the gospel, and a direct violation of 
its sacred injunctions. Of course, after hear- 
ing such a statement from an EpiscDpalian, 
I could not expect, on taking up the Prayer 
fiook tor the first time, to find in its pages 
the pure and undefiled religion of the Bible. 
I was, therefore, greatly surprised on perus- 
ing it, to find its doctrines- and precepts whol- 
ly evangelical — that it contained much of 
the holy word of God — and the purest, most 
scriptural, and deeply impressive forms of 
devotion I had ever read or witnessed. I par- 
ticularly admired the clear and comprehen- 
sive manner in which the most importaat 
doctrines, of the Bible are set forth in the 
Articles, and many other parts of the book— 
the doctrines of the three equal persons in 
the adorable Trinity — the depravity and ui* 
ter helplessness of man — his state of con- 
demnation and exposure to the wrath of God 
— his absolute need of an Almighty Savior, 
and of an entire change of heart wrought by 
the effectual operation of his Holy Spirit, in 
order ef er to be raised from deg^radation and 
wretchedness to a state of reconciliation with 
God, and of eternal blessedness — wtfre, I 
found, 80 constantly and clearly brought for- 
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'l¥etd and incukatady thai it «eeined iiiip#e«* 
-bfe they ebould be misapprehended nft van* 
foanded, or but what any sincere niqiiiferitf- 
ter tiiath. tnust .derlTis i apiritiial bsiKifii >!«ih1 
-moteiSCFiptiirai V(tew8 /Irani. ab attein6t» ft- 
rusal of then^. The various [»ayeM, thaaks- 
gmngsv and praises, seemed peeiiliari^ adbipt- 
ed to show mankind their o\^ chafra.elei»»- 
to convince tbem of their lowiinesakiid vile- 
ncss in the iiif ht of an infinitely hoJy Godw- 
«f their entire dependence^ on Hiiln foir/eveiy 
good, both ti^mpo^I aird'spiratuali tmd m{ 
. their especiai n^^d of the idspiratjon^ of his 
Holy Spirit) in order to. eerve Hkn accepta- 
Uy ahd profitably to; themselves. . Th& ser- 
vice for the bnnial of the ddad, and tile 
• t;ommimioD. service, £ thought surpassed any- 
thing that could have been composed hy 
man, or steiected from the scriptures for those 
vaoLemn anddeJefdy interesting. occasions. Of 
. the service for infant baptism, as my ju%- 
;ment was then immatuce, I formed no dedhS- 
^ opinion; 4mt myiriews (^ dftis general ifi- 
flufflice,iheAUty, and utility of the Prayer 
Book, which were then formed^ I have ever 
eontitiued to entertaia ; and ^of the small part 
im: which l!.^9B3'id9^tLWD^ I pi!^ain»e 

f1 
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aot now io express my opinion.. Yet I thiiric, 
M I have erer thoaght, since I became inter- 
ested on religious subjects, tbat h is highly 
important, and a positive dutVi that children 
should be religioosly instructed as early as 
practicable,^ and trained up in the nnrtare 
and admonition of the Lord. Bot it seems 
hardly probable that these duties, in all eases, 
would be conscientiously performed, nnless 
they were required and incolcated by the 
Church* My judgment of the different modes 
of baptism was derived entirely from an at- 
tentive perueal of the Bible, from which I 
was led to conclude that immefsion was 
chiefly practised by the apostles and their 
followers. I never read any work in favor of 
this mode of baptism, nor ever heard my fa* 
ther, nor any one else, converse partieiUtriy 
on the subject, i have heard it incidentally 
mentioned, but no more.' All that my .father 
ever endeavored to impress on the mtBdt< of 
his children and family^ was the impottance 
and necessity of a etudions and prayerfnl at* 
tention to the Holy Scriptures,' and. of>*aaiil- 
estly seeking an interest in Ohrie% in lUe 
way that God had there appointed. ■ 'His ex- 
ample, in being himself baptixedl by liimnei- 
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sion, was alt that coald, in any degree, have 
influenced my judgment. I have read tev- 
erat treaties in vindication of other modes of 
baptism, in which the writers endeavor to 
prove, by the original languages of the Scrip- 
tures that eflusion or sprinkling was the pre- 
vailing practice in the apostolic and early 
ages ; still there is no material change in 
my opinion ; if the general correctness of the 
received translation of the Bible can be de- 
pended on, I still think immersion the primi- 
tive practice. But as it is the opinion of many 
excellent persons that the viode is not essen* 
tiait I can readily, in this respect, submit my 
judgment to theirs ; more especially as sick- 
ness, and other causes, may render one mode 
impracticable, other modes would seem al- 
lowable. From the period when I first be- 
came acquainted with the value and excel- 
lence of the services and institutions of the 
Episcopal Church, I have thought much on 
the tendency of those solemn forms of wor- 
ship, to awaken in the mind of the Christian 
a devotional spirit, to humble the natural 
pride of the heart, and to purify and elevate 
the affections, atid fix them devoutly on God. 
They seemed, also, more calculated to suita* 
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bly and religiously affect .the mind of the un- 
regenerate, than those devotional services 
>yhich are uttered exclusively by the minister. 
They possessed, in my view, peculiar appro- 
priateness and adaptation to the roature and 
necessities of man,, and to the dignity, holi- 
ness, and condescending mercy of . their Gre* 
ator and Redeemer, and admirably suited to 
solemnize the mind, and deeply impress it 
with a sense of the immediate presence of a 
holy and heart-searching God, and of the 
pure and spiritual worship due to his infinite 
perfections ; and through the grace, vf the 
Redeemer, to increase that faith ^vhich works 
by love, and purifies the heart, and overcomes 
the world. And,, at that time« 1 feit a desire 
of attending the services, and enjoying the 
privileges of that excellent Church of Christ, 
for which I have ever continued to feel a de- 
gree of preference, though I was then, and 
for . many subsequent years, wholly unac- 
quainted with any of its members, with the 
exception of the individual before alluded to. 
Yet 1 feltf and still increasingly feel, an ar- 
dent affection for the Baptists with whom I 
have associated, on whose preaching I have 
attended, and by whose prayers and Chris- 
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tian counsel and conversation I have been 
enlightened and consoled, and highly esteem 
and reverence them as a Christian commu- 
nity. • I have long since felt convinced, that 
if I enjoyed a firm and abiding persuasion 
that T wfere a real member of Christ's spirit- 
ual body, I should feel no hesitation, but 
could, with pleasure and with profit, become 
a member of either of the three churches, 
with whose doctrines and practice I have 
had an opportunity of becoming acquainted 
— the Episcopal, Baptist, and Presbyterian : 
the belief of these churches on the most im- 
portant doctrines of the Bible, and all that is 
essential to salvation, is, I believe, generally 
considered the same ; and those points on 
which they differ, seem, from the conclusion 
I have drawn from scripture, comparatively 
unimportant, and such as may, allowably, be* 
left to the different judgments of.men who 
conscientiously desire to obey their Lord and 
Savior in all things. And if they were thm 
teft^ without acrimonious disputes and un- 
charitable controversies, could not much 
more good be done, and much more in the' 
spirit of the gospel, and far less occasion giv- 
en to the enemies of th6 Lord, to pour re- 
proach on tbe reiiffion of Christ, if Christians 
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generally and unitedly directed their efforts 
to convince mankind|of their sin and danger 
while in a state of afienation from God, and 
of their need of seeking an immediate recon- 
ciliation through the atoning blood of the all- 
gracious and all-sufficient Redeenver, by 
whom alone they can escape everlasting de- 
struction, and be made meet for the inheri* 
tance of the saints in light. I have often 
felt deeply pained on hearing or reading 
harsh and reproachful expressions from one 
denomination of Christians against another, 
and have wondered much that those who 
are redeemed by the same precious Savior, 
should, evince no more love for each other, 
and no more concern for those who are in 
a state of unbelief and emnity to God, and 
consequent danger of eternal misery. Cow- 
per says, speaking of mankind in general, 
that * brethren in calamity should love ;' how 
much more, it would be thought, should 
brethren in Christ, who are all partakers of 
the divine nature, renovated by the same 
grace, and members of the same spiritual 
kingdom, and all anticipating the joys of 
eternal blessedness — how much more it would, 
nafuraUyf be thought, should such love each 
other with a pure lieArt, fervently ; that they 
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Would be pitiful, iender-hearted, fori 
one another, and fpngiyiDg one another in 
love, even as God,, for Christ's sake had ibr<» 
given them. Undoubtedly many Chr-i^tians 
are isLctuaijed by this holy and fervent afiec* 
tioB ;. but it seems not so generally prevalent, 
as ihe- sacred volume, from whence all de- 
rive their hopes and hajp^in^s, commaads 
and inculcates. 

But I was not aware, until the present me- , 
ment, that I am exceeding yonr wishes. 
You desired an account of my early religious 
feelings, while, though 1 have not been able 
minutely to give it^ I have been venturing to 
express my feelings at random. Yet I know 
that I need not apologize to so kind a friend. 
But I must earnestly request you, as a friend) 
not to make what I have written, in any dc' 
gree^ publicj unless you will ^rst "have the 
kindness to amend or expunge whatever is 
amiss, as it is imppssible, in my very suffer- 
ing state, to collect my thoughts and confine 
them to one subject, or to arrange my ex- 
pressions in a clear and intelligible manner. 
1 am, indeed, extremely weak, and while 
writing, have daily t* felt exhaustion, even to 

* It will be pereeiyed, by comparing the dates, that this 
letter was written in the coarse of thirteen days, a circum- 
stance which requires no comment. 
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fate'(tt«M; I know not exactly, for what pur* 
p6^ yow wished thiis written^ bat confide itf 
to y^}^ cam, With tBe Again repeated request f 
that yoiif wilF erase ot e&rteet all that is in« 
consisfettt oHunsuitaBle before you mafce any 
exhibitidn of it whatever, if such shbdld be 
yonr intention; which fkror will be 'ever 
grafefnlly at:bn6^ffed|jed by'me. 

It is very uncertain whether I can come to 
a eondlasion to embraccf ' ihte ordinances of 
religion. My unfitness vi the great obstacle^ 
which no hinnan friend, however interested 
in my welfare, can reniove. Yet I know 
there is One who can rerhove ie, but as I do 
not enjoy the cotnfort of a clear apprehen* 
sion of Chriistj I fear it would be presumpfa- 
ouB to become a member of his Church ; f 
know not, at presifent, how to decide. I de- 
sire to be directed by that Spirit which will 
guide me into all t'ruth. Dear Sir, will you 
do me the kindness to continue your prayers 
in my bel^alf, that I may yet have peace and 
joy in believing. 

I>ear and honored Sir, 

Your deeply indebted friend, 
Jun^ bth. C. Taggart. ' 
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LBTTEH VX. 

To a Lady. 

My DEAB BELOVED FrIEND : 

It is impossible for me to give you an idea 
of the gratification and comfort the penual 
of your interesting and excellent writings 
has afforded me. I have read them till my 
eyes are sightless, and am obliged to desist 
through utter inability to dis(iern a syllable ; 
but I wish to retain them, if it meets your 
approbation, till I can have an opportunity of 
reading them again and again; they have 
afforded me so much consolation, and are so 
soothing to my feelings — particularly your 
» remarks on the afflictions of Job, and the un* 
happy addition to his distresses, caused by 
the arguing of his friends from perverted 
principles of judgment, and applying to his 
case what was entirely inappropriate; and 
also the precious consolation and benefit af- 
forded the afflicted "by a truly sympathizing 
and benevolent friend ; one whose soul is fiU- 
ed with a portion of that holy charity that 
glows in the breast of the Savior^ apd who 
can^ without incredulity, e^t^r. deeply into 
the feelings of others^ a,nd iqi-.the Moess of 
Christian sympathy and compassion, partici- 
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pate ia their sorrowa, and pour the balm of 
consolation into the wounded spirit of the 
sufferer. These remarks are indeed refresh- 
ing to my spirit — they are just what I have 
always wished to find when reading works 
adapted to the state of the afflicted, and are 
so peculiarly applicable to my case and feel- 
ings^ that they could not have been more so. 
I feel it a great privilege and blessing, that 
I have been peimitted to see them : and I 
beg you would accept my heartfelt thanks, 
both for these and the sweet solace and sup- 
port I have derived from your two last prec- 
ious visits. I know it will be gratifying to 
your benevolent and sympathizing mind, to 
know you have afforded comfort and happi- 
ness to a tried and weary sufferer. 

I deeply regret that I cannot have one 
more opportunity of seeing you before your 
departure from our island ; but 1 wish to be 
thankful for what I have already enjoyed. I 
am of such a singular make, or it may be in 
some measure owing to debility, that I can- 
not enjoy much in conversation, nor be intel- 
ligible to others, unless I am alone with one 
person ; then I feel free and familiar, and en- 
joy conversation greatly. But if only two 
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or three, even our best friends, are pres* 
ent, my thoughts and feelings seem suspend- 
ed, and 1 am incapacitated ^ for any enjoy- 
ment. Always, from my earliest childhood, 
1 derived much more pleasure from being in 
company with only one person ; but since t 
have been so greatly debilitated, it seems es- 
sential not only to my comfort, but to my be- 
ing able to make myself understood. But, 
indeed, this is too trifling a matter to write 
upon, but I know you will have the kindness 
to excuse it. The lal6t m6fning yon visited 
us I deferred bidding you 'gil6<f-bye till I had 
bade good-morning to Mre.'ditler and Miss 
Julia, as I perceived' they wished to go im- 
mediately down, and with' the hope that I 
might enjoy your cbmpany * a few moments 
longer, while they #ere sifjieaking with the 
rest of the family ; but as my expectations 
were disappointed, I lost the opportunity of 
informing you what a! comfort your conversa- 
tion and letters have beeii to me, and what a 

• r 

deep sense I have of your kindness ; not only 
your precious sympathy, but the benevolent 
interest you have tkken in promoting the 
publication of the little Poerfts. But I beg 
you would now accept rty acknowledgements 
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lor all these favoia, and believe that it is ut- 
terly iiDjpossible for me to express half the af- 
fectioD and esteem I feel for you, or half my 
gratitude to one of the be«f of earthly friends. 
May you ever enjoy a holy peace in your 
soul and ease in your body« and at last have 
an abundant entrance administered unto you 
to the heavenly kingdom. Eemember your 
joykss but greatly obliged friend, 

Ctnthia Taggart. 

My mother's and Jeter's love to you. 
Please to remember me with respectful re- 
gard to your worthy fan^ly, and to the lady 
from whom I received a letter of consolation 
enclosed in one from you« If it would not 
be asking too great a favor, I would request 
you to write to me whenever it is convenient. 



The preceding was written with the hope of 
its reaching you while you continued in our 
neighborhood, as the last time I saw you, ow^ 
ing to the shortness of the time, and the con- 
fusion of my mind, I could not isay much that 
I wished — and-^ere is Atill much that I wish 
to say ; though I have gn^t reason to iear you 
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will be weary of perusing it ; but I hope and 
believe you will kindly excuse the inconsis- 
tent and singular expressions of a mind ever 
wearied and oppressed with its tortured and 
agonized body. 

The excellent and truly pious family to 
whom we are indebted for our introductioQ 
to yourself and many other excellent friends, 
from whom we have received abundant kind- 
ness, still continue to visit us, notwithstand- 
ing it must be, we think, an unpleasant task, 
owing to our being entirely illiterate and un- 
cultivated; but they are filled with holy 
charity and compassion — with the spirit of 
him who went about doing good. It is truly 
astonishing to us, and ever will continue to 
be so, that such a superior family, endued' 
with every excellence, and blest with every 
earthly blessing, should, notwithstanding the 
great contrast in our stations, and when en- 
tire strangers to us, condescend to visit us 
from the time they first heard of us, and 
participate and sympathize in our afflictions, 
and soothe our distresses, and continue to af- 
ford us every relief, both temporal and spirit- 
ual that the most exalted and highly favored 
human beings can bestow^ Sujrejy while wjs 
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retain the sentiments and feelings of ration- 
al beings, we can never cease to feel the most 
heartfelt and overflowing gratitude for such 
abundant and unmerited kindness ; and it is 
not in the power of language to express the 
great esteem and ardent affection that we 
feel for those devoted and self-denying fol- 
lowers of a crucified Savior. O may they 
all, with you, ray dear precious friend, re- 
ceive His choicest blessings both now and ev- 
ermore. C. T. 

** I am far from forgetting, neither shall I 
ever forget, the great obligations we are un- 
der to the worthy and benevolent Mr. D. [T. 
W. Dorr, editor of the first edition of her 
poems.] 

LETTER VII. 

To a Lady. 



My dear Miss , 

You cannot conceive how anxious I feel 
that your valuable, I would say if you would 
permit me, invaluable * Tract,' might be pub- 
lished. I think it would do great good in 
the world. I believe there are very few per- 
sons that consider how important and esten- 
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tial it is to have an intimate knowledge of 
the case of the afflicted, and to enter deeply 
into their feelings, in order to console and 
strengthen the tried and wearied spirit* I 
think many Christians offer consolation and 
exhortation at random, and apply observa- 
rations and remarks to the case of the suf- 
ferer that are so inappropriate, they cannot 
fail of wounding the feelings deeply. I have 
reason to conclude, from my own experience, 
that many excellent Christians visit the af- 
flicted with a sincere desire to alleviate their 
sufferings, but owing to having no apprehen- 
sion of their peculiar case, or at least a very 
superficial one, they not only fail of alleviat- 
ing, but greatly increase their sufferings, and 
perhaps cause the objects of their kindest so- 
licitude a sleepless and agonizing night; and 
sometimes so deeply wound the feelings, as 
to fill the soul with almost insupportable an- 
guish; and this increase of unhappiness is 
caused by Christian friends who ardently de- 
sire to relieve, and think, and are confident 
that they have said what w^s best and most 
calculated to afford it ; and if they find they 
have failed to relieve, they either attribute it 
to the perversity of the sufferer^ or to a 
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causeless depression of spirits, when it is 
neither, but solely because they do not com- 
prehend the peculiar state of the individual 
with whom they have conversed ; and as 
they do not apprehend, so neither can they 
feel a sympathizing participation in the suf- 
ferings they would fain relieve. I think your 
excellent treatise on the impdttance of Chris- 
tian sympathy, would be instructive and- ben* 
eficial _to all, and increase the usefulness of 
the best of Christians, as you clearly show 
in the case of Job and his friends, that an 
intimate knowledge of the peculiar state of 
the afRicted, as intimate as * finite natures 
are capable of,* is essential, in order to do 
rhuch good, and to appropriately apply tJi'e 
precious balm afforded iii the gospel to the 
weary, wounded soul. I do most anxiously 
hope it will be published, solely that it may 
do good. how I long to see you ! There 
is nothing but what I would willingly, gladly 
suffer, if I might have the privilege of see- 
ing and hearing you converse two or three 
hours. I never met with any person that 
could enter so deeply into my feelings, or 
with whom I could converse so freely, thoag[h 
many eitcellent and sympathizing Chriitftiaibs 
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have condescended to conTerse with me vrxiSli 
the utmost kindpess, and manifested a heart- 
felt and cofisoling* interest in my afflictions, 
to whom I feed under unspeakable obligations^ 
and love and reverence with all heart; bujt 
you have been afflicted in a peculiar vanaer, 
and know hpw,^ with an unusual and swe^ 
appropriateness^ to speak a word to those 
that are weary. O may you continue, 
through the blessing of the Lord, still to re- 
lieve and comfort Hi^ affficted people. It is 
impossible for language to express the sweet 
relief and solace you have afforded my tried 
and wearied mmd. O may you ever receive 
the abundant blessings promised to those 
that succor and coosole the afflicted asd dis- 
tressed ! G. Taogaat^ 



r 

The following poems, Uke those " On the 
Little Flower," " To the Spirit of my de- 
parted Father," x&c.^ were written after the 
second editiori of her Poems was published. 
See note, page 69. 

psAUtf cxxxvn. 

By the rivers of I^abylon silent we moarned^ 
As the cool shades of eYening in oaJmness retanied ; 
But our thoughts lost in grief, no street wiief «ad, 
Ko ease for the captive, no balin for the mind. 
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O bitter the teMT droi» that silently lUl, 

As we thought of loved Zion and sighed sad fiurewell ! 

And bunting the sigh from our bosom arose, 

As the wild heaving billow tempestaonsly flows. 

Our harps once oar Joy on ovr festival days, 
Ko more shall resound with the sweet warbled lays ; 
In this land of the stranger for ever unstrung, 
Vegleoied as now, on the dark wHIowb hung. 

W^e we thought of our country, by tyrants possessed, 
And wept for our monarch m bondage unblest, 
Then our victors triumphant derided our pains, 
>3aying, " Sing us your Zion's mellifluous strains.*'^ 

No, never the captive shall sing the pure song 

X)f the Lord, while degraded the heathen among ; 

No, silent for ever my voice shall remain, 

And my heart never vibrate with sweet sounds again* 

If e'er her loved song ftom my haip should be pouredi 
May the hand cease to move that awakens the chord ; 
And my tongue in mute silence remorse ever keep, 
If I sing while the loved of Jerusalem weep. 

Remember, O Lord, the derision and ecom, 
That thy children in silence and anguish have borne ; 
When our enemies, shouting, rejoiced in our wO| 
When they saw thy loved city deserted and low. 

Oh! daughter of Babylon, wasted with grief 
Thou too soon shalt be, and shalt find no relief; 
Thy children shall perish by vengeance in store, 
And thy fiune and thy glory avail thee no more. 



HTMN. 

Almighty God ! enthroned on high, 
Creator, Sovereign, Lord, 

Look on a soul condemned to die, 
Save from thy righteous sword. 



Tliy holy preceptS) just and kind,. 

This soul OHD ne'er fulfil, 
For sin has veiled my darkened mind, 

And captire led my idll. 

My soul was goil^, mined, lost. 
When first I drew my breath, 

And far from God throuf'h life hath past 
Near to the gatee oi death. 

But hast thou not, for mined aools, 
Proclaimed thy sovereign love. 

And sent thy co-eternal Son, 
Down from the vealms above? 

His holy froul thy precepts loved, 

And magnified thy law, 
The curse sustained, from man removed, 

Thy justice asks no more. 

O then let mercy melt my heart, 

Create anew my soul, 
A taste of love divine impart, 

And all my powers cmitrol. 

Then will this ransomed spirit give 

Eternal thanks to thee. 
And glory to that sovereign love, 

That bare the curse for ma. 

msSIONAKY HYMN.* 

Blessed heralds of salvation, 

Jesus* mandate now Ailfil ; 
Visit every distant nation, 

And proclaim His gracious will : 

To the sterile polar regions, 
. To the tr(^ic islands haste ; 



* Written after a verbal account, by Mr. B., of the de- 
parture for China of the Bev. Peter Parker, M. D. 
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Till the Bo0e of Sharon bloflsom 
In each wild, uncoltnrM Waste. 

Haste, and bear ImnwiiiePs stofjr 
Where the Pagan idols stand, 

TOl the radianee of His gloirj ' 
Shall illmne edoK.'heathen HM— 

Till each erring sovl benighted. 
Shall the Savior seek in prayer, 

And a holy hope be lighted 
That shall reign fbr ever there. 

Where the raging passions torment, - 
And where human blood is spilt, 

There proclaim the great atonement 
That shall cancel human guilt : 

Let His Word of Life be given, 
And His dying love proclaim, 

Till the savage heart be riven. 
And adore the Savior's name. 

Bear the news of grace and pardon 
O'er each sea to every strand, 

Till yon cross the sea of Jordan, 
And behold the promised land : 

Ihen at Christ*B right hand assended, 
Where celestial joys abound, 

Toil and every trial ended, 
Be with life eternal crowned. 



APPENDIX. 

A. 

- - ' - 

CTNTfflA TAGGART. 

• 

SiLDOM does woman bavc an opportanity of beoiuniiig i 
heroine in aotion— it is only in tiie calm endaranee of af- 
flictions that the strength of Iier soul is tested ; and ftaialc 
genius never appears so lovely as when, like the trodden 
chamomile, it springs apparently from the very preamrc 
that threatens to destroy it. 

Look on the mild fhce of the suflbrer represented in tfaa 
picture.* For twelve long vtors the original has been 
confined to her bed, oppressed by a most excruciating dis- 
ease, which for months together has deprived her of all 
natural rest, and rendered the most powcrllil opiates nec- 
essaiT in order to lull her into a momentary slumber. The 
l>h3rBfcian''8 art has wholly failed to reach her case, and the 
tender care of her Ariends has been exhausted in vain to 
relieve her. And yet while lying in this deplorable and 
hopeless situation, shehas accomplished what will entitle 
her name to a record among the good and talented daui^ 
ters of America. 

The history of Cynthia Taggart is a record of snflbrings 
endured : but these have been ennobled by pione feelings 
and sublime meditations* and the Hlghings of her wound- 
ed spirit she has breathed u]3on the harp of poetry in some 
of the saddest, sweetest straius, such as oniy a mind of a 
hi^ order, and a heairt of exquisite sensibility, could have 
Arkmed and poured . forth. . 

Belbre we proceed to gratify our readers with a ctpeci- 
in<;;n firom her poeois, we uihst jkIvo a sketch of the writer. 
Sh« is a native of Hh<Ml6 Island; ller father, William Tto- 
gartt was a soldlor of the BevOlutiou ; One of the patriotic 
de&nd^rs of his country in the times that tried men's 
soUls. During the occupation of the island by the Britiah 
troops tb^ greater part of the property of the Tuynurt fkuAi- 
ily was destroyed, thus reducing them f^oni affiienee to 
poverty; but when, at the conclusion of the war, Uiey 

^ 6ese the American Ladies' Magazine, edited by Mrs. 
Sarah J. Qale, Boston. The cxti-acts above are from the 
Nnmbet ibr March, 1885. 
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iound their beloved conntry free, their own Individual 
loMOS and privations were scarcely connted as misfortunen. 
Y'oans William Ta«gart purchased a tkrm about six milea 
from Newport, at the sooui-eaatem extremity of the island , 
erected a small house on the side of a hill which descends 
precipitately to the sea, and here he established himself, 
living in almost hermit-like retirement. His wife was an 
amiable and piouci woman, and together they labored to 
rapport and educate, in the principles of pure religion, 
their family of daughters. Cynthia was the youngest, 
and — but we must let her tell her own story— it eome» 
from her iwn with a simple pathw, which would be marr- 
ed by any alteration we could give it. 

' 0uring infancy and childhjood I was the Subject of 
emaciating dipease. and suflf^ed much fi«m pain and de- 
bility ; but, when nealth permitted, I occasionally attend- 
^ school, during the summer season only,. fh>m my sixth 
to my ninth year, and dx or eight weeks several years af- 
terwards, to study geography and grammar. My knowl- 
edge of writing and aritlimctic was acquired at nome, as 
also that of grammar and geography with th«* above men- 
tioned exception. 1 had likewise some opportunitv^ which 
was sedulously improved, of attending to the intereitlng 
study of astronomy, natural and civil history, and of roui- 
ing uie works of ^teemed authors on important subjects ; 
but have been chiefly debarred, by sickness and indigence, 
flrom the advantages of education, fbr which, durinr child- 
hood and vonth, I longed with an intensity uf desire, that 
was acutely painftil. But lor many years past I have re- 
signedly acquiesced in the allotments of Frovidence : be- 
lieving assuredly, that all things are ordered in tninite 
uutreyt and that the decrees of the all-wise Creator are 
righteous altogether. 

"From the earliest time 1 can recollect, I was. thous^ nor 
nelancboly, of a meditative and retirsd habit, ana fbuna much 
more amuHeinent in yielding my mind to a pleasing train of 
&ncy. and in forming stories and scenes according to my ia- 
clinanon, tlian in the playn, in which the chtldnn with whom 
I aiuociatpd took delight And during the whcrie of my eblM- 
hood and youth, previous to my incurable Illness, I derived 
incomparably more entertainment and delight flrom these men- 
tal reveries, and In silently contcmidating the beauttea and 
wonders or the visible creation, than in associating with my 
youthful companions ; though I was not averse to society, m- 
poclally tiiat in which f could And a congenial spirit, and 
such I highly enjoyed^ My favorite amusements were Invari- 
abl>' found, when health permitted, in viewing jqid admiilne 
the varied and soul-filling works of the great Creator ; in Us- 
t»ning to the music of the winds and waves with an ineflkble 
and iudellnable delight ; in reading books tliat were instnie- 
live and interesting ; in pursuing without Interruption, a plaas- 
iaf[ irai-i of thought ; and in the Klysian scenes of ikncj. My 
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employ raents were chiefly of a domeetic kind, and my ineli- 
natione and habits thoee of activity and indnttry. i had Bor- 
er the most remote and ▼ague apprehension, that my mental 
eanacitiee, even if cultivated, were competent for nrodoctive 
eflorti : with few ezceptioaa, it was not till several yean af- 
ter the commencement of ezcraciatlnp illneei, that my thoogkti 
and feelings were committed to paper, in the fiorm of poetty ; 
and- the sole cause of the {Nrodnction of many little pieces, 
since that period, was, that in them my mind found aome 
small relief from the pressore of incessant soflbring, though, 
ftom the prevalence of bodily languor, it was poesible to de- 
rive only transient amusement from thus occupying my 
thoui^ts ; if longer persisted in, partial faintnesa and an In- 
fupportaue agony of the brain ensued. ^ 

*^l was frequently, during childhood^ the subject of relig- 
ious impnssions, especially when hearmg or reading of tfin 
love of Christ, the- depravity of the human heart, and thi* 
happiness or misery of a future state. But these imprensianti 
were fleeting ; and it Was not till my eighteenth year, tbar 
any abiding seriousness was produced in my mind: wnen I 
became deeply impressed with the supreme excellence and im- 
portance of religi<», and greatly desirous that my duk and * 
alienated mind migbt be enlightened by the Spirit of Truth, 
and brought into a sacred nearness to the savior of sinners, — 
that my soul might be renovated and entirely coiifiirmed to 
the holy will of God, and that I might live a devoted and 
useAil life. And for a short time I believed \ had experienced, 
in part, what I so anxiously desired ; but 1 have never derl^N^d 
that peace and consolation from religion which Christiana in 
general enjoy, and which it is so amply adequate to aflTord. 
But if I have not been the subject of renovating graco, and 
of those holy illuminationa that sre f ssential to the divin* 
life. It is my earnest and supreme desire tJiat I yet nuy be, 
and that my souL in life and in death, may be entirely resign- 
ed and conibmwa to the righteous will of the all w'ue uod 
and Savior. But thou^ 1 have failed of obtaining that en- 
joyment and holy drii^tt, which the principleB of religion in 
ordinary cases, aflbrd, yet through a series of the deepest at 
flictions, they have been my sole support. When in t6f 
bloom of youth with a iafgh relish for the tmnquil and delight- 
ful amosemeats of early life, and an ardent desire of improve* 
ment, 1 was at once dqirived of every eaithly enjoyment, 
and of almost all that eonld render life tolerab]e,-wdoomed to 
the endurance of perpetual bodily angnish^-*and, while writh- 
ing tipon the bed of laniniishhig, derived even of the sweet 
and soothing influence of sleep, the all-important support and 
restorative of exhausted decaying nature. In the midst of 
these deplorable calamities, a Arm belief in the doctrinee of 
the ^)spd has sustained my spirit, and endued my soul with 
strength to bear, with a measure of composure and resigna- 
tion tbete long protracted and inconcoivaUe safferfngs. 
' But in order to givo a mora explicit acooont of tiia natnr* 
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«iid profTMs of this aflliotive difqieM&tioD, I must rovort to 
the period of its commencoment. wbicta wu that of my uds- 
tenco ; from wtueb, and during mfmncy and drildlttNid,.! was 
to ext.emely sickly^ that lejr parenti liad no liope of may. at- 
laiaing mature year^; and tiiou|^ blemed, from my iiauh 
year, with a degree of Htrength that enabled me ooeaaionaMy 
10 attend eehoofl and aUterwards to engage In aetive en^loy- 
ment, yet my slender oonatitution was fraquently nwiiled by 
dieeaee, from my birth to my nineteenth yeaA Shortly after 
tyUe period, I wae Mized i with a more seriouv and aliorming 
UlnesB than any with which I .had hitherto been ezeroiaMMl, 
and ill tlie progress of which my life was fiur many weeks 
despaired of. But after my being reduced to tlie brink of the 
grave, and enduring excruciating pain and ezceseive weak- 
ness for more than mree months, it yielded to superior m di- 
eal skill ; and I so far recovered strength as to walk a few 
atope and frequently to ride atooad, thou^ not without a 
great increase of pain, and almost maddening asony of the 
brain, and a total deprivation of sleep ftir tliroe or four ai^ts 
and days Ruccessively. 
' From this time a complication of the most painful and de- 

' bilitating chronic diseases ensued, and have continued ta piey 
upon my frail system during the subsequent period of my life, 
--^rom which no permanent relief could be obtaiued, either 
through medicine, or tlio moat judicious regimen^— nahiial 
. eleep naviuc been withheld to an almost if not altogetber on- 
paraUeled (togTi-o, from tlie first serious ilbiese tbrobghobt the 
twelve subsequent years. This unnatural depiivatioa has 
caused the greateet deUUty, and an agonizing painfiUaess 
and susceptibility of the whole system, which I think ean 
neither be described ner conceived. After the expiration of a 
little more than three yean from the above mentioned illness, 
Che greater part of which period I was able to sit up two. or 
three hours in a day, and frequently rode, supported in a car- 
riage, a short disunce, though, as before observed, not with- 
out great increase of pain, ana total watohfolnwa for many 
sucMeding nights,— I was again attacked with a still more 
acutely painful and daufrerous malady, from which recovery 
for several woekn seemod highly improbable, when this most 
alanning complaint again yielded to medical skill, >aafd life 

• continued, though strength lias never more returned. Aad 
in what agony, in wliat excruciating tortures, and rAtlsss 
languishing the greater part of the last niao yeare has been 
passed. It is believed faw my parents that language b inade- 
quate to describe, or the human mind to conceive. Duiteff 
both the former and latter period of these long-prottacted and 
unoomprumising disoasps, every expedient that has boon re- 
sorted to, with the blissful hope of recovery, has Moved, not 
only ineffectual to i>redace the desired result, but has invari- 
ably, greatly agnavattd and increased my eomplicaled eom- 
plaiata ; limn which it has been impoesible to obtain ikn sMtU- 
est dsgb* of relief that could render lilt MipportaUe, and 
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preserve the scorching brain from phrensy, without the 
constant ase of the most powerfiil anodjmee.*** 

How wonderAU is the power of genius ! There are tho«* 
sands of joung ladies in our land, who enjoy Um advan- 
tages of education, and society, and health, and yet how 
few among these could indite a strain, which, in all that 
constitutes the beauties of poesy. %rould equal the follow- 
ing breathing of * The Heart s Desire,' irom this nnedacal- 
ed| poor, stricken, suffering girl. 

" Essay, my heart-, my aching heart, 
* To lisp thy longing forth ; 
Speak thy intense desire to gaze 
Upon the blooming earth. 

" All th) desires that e'er thou felt*st, 
Compared with this, (save one,) 
Die sooner than the taper*s beam. 
When the quick blast hath blown 

" Ihis, this my panting heart excites, 
With all a passion's glow, 
That I may know lone oanished health, 
And feel the balmy air*s sweet stealth 
Across my temples flow ; 

" And stray the verdant landscape o*er. 
And press the lawns, and walk the shoMi 
That I have traced long since before, 
And lift mine eyes unpained, to view 
The glorious morning sun. 

" What years have passed of anguish keen, 

Since last I heard the roar 
or clashing waves, or marked the scene, 
Where in the milaer sea's deep green, 
Tiie inverted, towering trees were seai 

From yon delightftil shore ; 

** Or heard the warbling concert ring, 
While echoing Joys responsive sing. 
And pnrlinff brook, and bubbling spring, 
In sweet melodious oiTering, 
Their simple music pour! 
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Long since, I watched the sun go down. 

Far in the yermil west ; 
And linverinjBf viewed his latest beam, 
Till the uur evenins star s flrst gleam 

Shone in the misty east ; 



• Written in 1831. 

g1 
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** Then sought the stilly couch at nighty 
With sweet repose and calm delight, 
While Fancy's soft, aerial flight, 
In milder gleams of mag*c light. 
Shed peace upon my breast. 

" Soft slumber's downy arms received 
My sinking form, and sweet relieved 
The pleasidg task of tliought, 
Whilst the gay dream's 
Unfettered themes 
iThe brain's freed-'tibrcs sought. 

" Or, deeper in the placid night, 
I watched the flickering northern light. 

Or gliding hleteor's bound. 
Or saw the fair moon slow ascend 
Her radiant height, while stars attend 

At hUmble distance -round ; 

" Or viewed the silvery hill and dalei 
While the sweet night airs plaintive wail 
Thrdiigh gilded branches ot each tree, — 
Or moan In concert with the sea, 
And sigh along the ground. 

" Tis long sincd summer's earljr dawn. 
That breaks the shades of nightj 
And the gay, smiling, blooming morn 
Have cheered my aching sight ; 

"When songs of sweeter harmony 
Than night's soft chanted melody 

Salute the captive ear ; 
And far soft slumber's bondage flies 
From otf the glad, rejoicing eyes. 

And joys unveiled appear. 

" 'Tis ?ong since at the winter hearth, 
When friends and kindred meet 
In serious joy, and playful mirth, 
I held a happy seat, 

" And turned beside the taper's light 

The instructive pages o'er ; 
Or heard the wise discourse of age ; 
Or read with awe the sacred page. 

And felt its quick'ning i)Ower : 
Then joined the joyous vocal strain, 
While fast against the sheltering pane 
Dash the large pattering drops of rain^ 

Or wild winds blustenng roar.* 

* Se« Ode to Health, p. l^ 
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^The cuxompHshed writer may express, with great power and 
beauty, sentiments very foreign from bis or ber heart ; bat 
when the untaught strike the harp, the songs are always 
truth. Hence the character and histoiy even of these last, 
may be as certainly deduced from their productions, as the 
order and genius of a wild plant may be traced by its flower. 
The secluded place in whicn Miss Taggart had always resid- 
ed, furnished images of great power and beauty for her pe- 
culiar train f thought ; — the sea, whose waves had been the 
Elaymates of her childhood ; the wind, whose gentlest 
reathings were audible in this lonely place ; the storms 
which swept in their accumulated power over the Atlantic, 
till their whole force seemed bursting on the hill side where 
stood the isolated dwelling, — these are the images that most 
frequently occur, when her laboring heart would express its 
feelings of sadness, and hopelessness, and misery. It would 
have been unmitural had not these melancholy' impressions 
been predominant in her mind- A humble Christian she 
is, and resigned to the will of her heavenly Father, but 
nature could not, without struggling, always endure the 
cross. And He who prayed in his agony that if it were 
possible the ' cup might pass from him,' will not count the 
fci^s of a breaking heart as rebellion against God. 

Two strong feelings divide the musings of this solitanr in- 
valid — the lunging for health and for sympathy. The love- 
liness of domestic affections too, often breaks in on her 
dark mind, like a gleam of sunshine in the prison of Chil- 
lon. There is one poem, " The Happiness of Karly Years," 
we have read over and over ; it is almost too lone to quote, 
but we feel loath to mark out a stahea : it would be like 
throwing away a pearl ; and so here is the whole.* 



There are several other poems in the collection, which 
are equal in beauty to those we have given. The ' Ode to 
the Popjpy' has been often published and admired. The na- 
ture of her disease deprived her of that comforter of th« 
wretche<i, * balmy sleep,' and her poems abound with pa- 
thetic allusions to this circumstance, which added such bit- 
terness to her woe. How full of beauty are these natural 
expressions of feelings which, in her situation, were no ex- 
aggerated picture of the thoughts which would visit her 
sapless pillow. There is nothing in Young more plain- 
tive; 

" Others to rest resigned ^ alone I wake, 
Weary and sad : and silent cast my eyes 
Around the solemn scene ; no voice is heard ; 
No footsteps move : a perfect stillness reigns, 



* See Poems, p. 84. 
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Save the lisht breeze that sighs in softened sounds, 
A d plaintive marmurs round the casement lone. 
The pensive stars glow faintly : the fkir moon 
Has risen on high, in majesty serene. 
Huw mildly beams her soft quiescent light, 
As if ordained to inspire tranquillity, 
And fill the soul with sentiments benign. 
How far from me is sweet tranquillity I 



The soul,— ah me. these agonizing thrills, 
These wild commotiond and insatiate pains f 
When banished nature's great supporter, how 
Can nature bear this dread conspiracy 
Of ills unnumbered t Yet. so long as flow 
llie faintly circulating streams of life. 
Dear is thy dreary gloom, O Night 1 to me. 
Though rest hath vanished irom thy lingering hours, 
And griefs augmenting cause convuliiive Ptarts, 
That make me quickly turn from side to side. 
Fatigued and fainting with the Irequent ta&k: 
Yet thou art wflcomc still, and thy deep tones, 
That sigh congenial sadness from the wind,— 
Whether in whimpers soft it muan around. 
Or fiercer breathe its strong impetuous power ; 
When the fair moon her aspect mild displays 
Amid the silence of the twmkling stars. 
Or when obscured by thick and sombre clouds ; 
Night, still thou ever art more dear to me, 
Than all the glories of the rising day.' 

But we must leave this interesting volume. Our readers 
who feel an interest in the slight sketch we have been able 
to give, will doubtless be glad to learn that by purchasing 
the book they do kindness to the author. Tliis interesting 
and gifted young woman is now deprived of her father, and 
though not absolutely dependent on charity, is yet in those 
straitened circumstances which add the fear of want to the 

gang of sickness. The Poem<3 were published entirely for 
er benefit, and that the work has reached a second edition 
is good evidence that her merits are appreciated. 

We feci confitlent that our readers will thank us for in- 
troducing to their notice au example of such pure and hum- 
ble worth. There is beauty in every thing that awakens 
the moral sensibilities of our nature, and our affections are 
drawn forth by every object that excites the tear or smile of 
sympathy. We may, however, look on a face radiant with 
health and happiness without interest ; but the human heart 
is so constituten. that the appearance of sorrow and suffer- 
ing almost always moves tne feelinss. exciting in the mind 
those sentiments and reflections which tend to make ua 
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better »nd wiser. How Tery few persons live ia fkm 
bounded enjoyment of every luxury, compared with t ho se 
who are poor and distressed ! and from tne attacks of dis- 
ease, no mortal being is exempted. The bed of sickness^ 
Wcb the grave, waits for alL Is it not then of the a tm o s t 
Importance to acquaint ourselves with the resources whiek 
ti&e mind and heart possesses, that we may be prepared 
against the day of adversi^ ; when the hour of boddy weak- 
ness comes, we can sustain the energies of the sinking spir- 
it, by employing them in thought, in the fields of imagnia- 
tion, and we shall then improve our powers, even in deep 
aflSictions which seem to preclude all feeling^ save those of 
regret and despair ! This cultivation of the mind would not 
exclude patience or faith ;* but. on the contrary, purify and 
exalt them, by training the heart, not onlv to endure its lot, 
but to comprehend forms of beauty, amid the most revolt- 
ing aspects misery can assume, and thus to find cause of 
grateful thalxks to God, who orders all in his wisdom. 



B. 

" The poems are remarkable, when considered as the pro- 
ductions of a country girl, who has lived in entire obscurity.** 

" She had time for reflection. Sir ; fourteen years of sick- 
ness. And her father was a man of excellent education. 
Her grand-father was also a great reader, a very great read- 
er oi history. I have had a CTeat many books of him. He 
was Captain Taggart, a seafaring man. He often came to 
Newport when he sailed for my father. I was then, a lit* 
tie girl at school, and the old gentleman, her grand-father, 
used to bring me books to read.'* 

These are" the words of an elderly lady, to whom I hap- 
pened to show the proof-sheet, as I stopped at her house m 
Tiverton, Rhode Island. They are another testimony to the 
opinion entertained by all the acquaintance of the family, of 
their fondness for books. 

" This William that you are writing about was at our 
house twelve or thirteen years ago. and he then sat down 
and save us a considerable history of his life, but I cannot 
recollect now what he told us. We were then building 
this house, and the history all went away from me through 



* We cannot but observe, however, that all other sources 
of consolation to the sufferer, diminish, while the unfailing 
fountain of scriptural comfort, grows fuller and deeper: 
* When I remember 3%«e upon my bed, and meditate on 
The* in the night watches. Because Thou hast been my 
help, therefore in the shadow of Thy wings will I rejoice.* 
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the mnltitode of bnsineas.** The good woman then left me to 
attend to some of her hbusehold affahrs, and in a moment re- 
tarnfaig, said, " I believe Captun Taggart. the grand-father, 
WBB not a pious man, for he used to bring mo novels and 
vnch books as he carried to sea with him to read. Bat 
when his Btm William was here, I thought he seemed to be 
a g^M>d man, though you know, Sir, we cannot judge <rf 
tSiat ; we can only look updn tiie outward appearance. 



August 24th, 1841. 
The twa brothers mentioned in the first 
sentence of this sketch, Jeft Seconet, as the 
native Indians called Little Compton, R. I., 
on this beautiful niorning, in order to pro* 
ceed by land, over Rowland's ferry bridge, to 
the abode of the sufferer. They were ac- 
companied by two ladies, who had become 
deeply interested in the circumstances of the 
family. The writer had made several visits 
to this abode of affliction, after the publica- 
tion of the first edition, and marked the 
changes which years brought over these true 
pilgrims in a valley of tears. Believing that 
the sacraments of the Church of God were 
appointed for all men, and her physicians 
having declared that baptism, administered 
according to the rites of the sect in which 
she had grown up, would be fatal to life, she 
gladly consented to receive the same at the 
hands of the Rev. Mr. West, Rector of Zion 
Church, Newport, R. I. 



LETTER FROM THE REV. MR. WEST. 

N. Y., Oct. 16, 1841, 
Rev. and Dear Sir : 
In compliance with your requost, I furnish 
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you with the following statement in relation 
to the haptlsm of Miss Cynthia Taggart. 
Yours very truly, J. Wbst. 

It has fallen to ray lot to be the almoner 
of many kind friends of Miss Taggart, and 
often to gladden the hearts of a most distress- 
ed family by forwarding to them their gener- 
ous contributions. This circumstance, to- 
gether with the interest naturally awakened 
by the proximity to the scene of th'eir 8u0er- 
ings, led to an intimacy which I endeavored 
to improve in promoting their spiritual wel- 
fare.. Frequent conversations with Miss T. 
convinced me that by the grace of God, she 
had turned from darkness to light, and from 
the power of Satan unto God ; and was a 
suitable subject for Christian baptism. With 
this view of her spiritual condition, I pre- 
sented the subject of her becoming a member 
of Christ's visible Church, to her serious 
and prayerful consideration ; and urged upon 
her a compliance with this ordinance, as a 
proof of her faith, and an act of obedience, 
as well as a means of her spiritual consola- 
tion and growth in grace. She acknowledg- 
ed the duty, and desired to be deemed a prop- 
er subject of the ordinance. It is not neces- 
sary, were it consistent with a due regard 
to the feelings of Miss T., to enter into any 
further particulars than simply to state, that 
a careful and deliberate consideration of the 
qualifications of a candidate for baptism, and 
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also of the objections against that rite as held 
by paB lo-baptists, led her to the ronviction of 
her duty as a believer in Jesus Christ. Whea 
her decision was made known to ine, I select- 
ed an early opportunity to visit her for the 
purpose of administerino^ the interestiri;:^ or- 
dinance. It afforded me great pleasure to 
have the presence of the Rev. Dr. Tyug, of 
Philadelphia, who was at the X\ ue visiting" 
Newport, and who at my rt^quest, accompa- 
nied ine. 

Under the circumstances in \vhi<h this 
hasty sketch is drawn, called upon as I am, 
away from home, and without bemi^ allowed 
time to collect my thoughts, 1 could attempt 
no description of the occasion, were I dispos- 
ed to do so. Suffice it tj say, this afflicted 
child of God, surrounded by the pious mem- 
bers of her family, received us as the ambas- 
sadors of Christ, who had come in his name 
to admit her to the privilea:es of his spiritual 
household. She was .ready ; and the lan- 
guaoreof the Ethiopian nobleman might with 
propriety have been made her own * * What 
doth hinder me lo be baptized V The ordi- 
nance was administered under a feeling sense 
of God's presence and bi^;.- ing; the occasion 
was one never to be foig'' ten, and 1 would 
this sacred ordinance were entered upon by 
candidates generally, with as serious prepar- 
ation, and as trembling an anxiety to do right 
before God. Subsequently, though not im- 
mediately, her faith w^s strengthened, and 
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her hopes confirmed, and although her mind 
was afterwards thrown into an unhappy state 
of doul^t, by the mistaken and unkind sug- 
gestions of her Baptist friends, unfavorable to 
the step she Y\^d taken, I believe I am author- 
ized to say, that she has escaped that thral- 
dom of prejudice, and now anticipates the 
pleasure of joining, by the rite of confirma- 
tion, in the full communion of the Church. 



The aged mother died in peace, in the 
spring of 1841. She lived two months only 
after her pension ceased. The writer took his 
little daughter to see these poor people, and 
will not soon forget the beaming welcome he 
received, nor the kiss, bestowed on the back 
of his little girl's head, ** lest," said the poor 
old wooxan, ** lest my congh should hurt her." 
She lies buried by the side of her husband. 

Maria's reason has not returned ; though 
she speaks more coherently, and sings some 
beautiful hymns. Cynthia still lies in the 
same condition : her hair now at the age of 
thirty-eight, is quite white, and her lower 
limbs drawn up closely to her body, and 
shrunk almost to nothing. How long she is 
to remain thus, God only knows. Let us 
while there is time do good unto her, who 
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has become of the household of faith ; and 
when they and we depart may we be gath- 
ered unto our fathers in the communion of 
the Church of God; and may God hasten 
the time when these afflicted ones, with all 
the forgotten and converted millions deceived 
by the False Prophet, or bowing down to 
stocks and stones, shall cry, 

** Worthy the Lamb, for he waa slain for nt.** 



BicHMOND Bock, Seconbt, Bhode Island, 

28th October, 1845. 
Mt db^ Bbothbb, 

I am fitting once more at the familiar round table, 
in the parlor chamber of the old homestead— the ta- 
ble dear to me from a thousand associations of my 
boyhood and youth. Retiring, for serenity, after the 
peculiarly solemn and exciting duties of our last Di-' 
ocesan Convention, I have mosed, as in former years, 
by the grave of the old Captain, Edward Richmond, 
who in 1696, lay down to rest upon the soil that 
has descended, through five generations, to our now 
aged father. I have looked forth from the Rock on 
this farm, where Colonel Benjamin Church made the 
treaty with the queen sachem of the Seconets, Awa- 
shonks, that broke up the powet- of King Philip of 
Mount Haup. The striking point of Fogland, — the 
grand arm of the^ sea, — the bold shore of the oppo- 
site Rhode Island,— the beautiful peninsula of Sachn- 
west, the great and little Cormorant Rocks, — the 
commanding cliff of West Island,— Seconet Point, 
a favorite haunt from my earliest days of thought 
and feeling, and the mighty ocean, have again ex- 
cited my wonder, and called up the memory of dear 
friends who have admired them with me and are now 
sleeping in the silent grave. I am thinking particu- 
larly at this moment, of James and George Foster, 
two brothers, of Cambridge, Massachusetts, whose 
friendship was conferred upon me in my fourteenth 
year, and was only interrupted at the early death of 
both of them, by the same disease, within a few days 
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of each other, and under circumstances so affecting. 
They were friends also of our friend Dr. Wainwright, 
ofMrs. Dr. Follen, of that delightful and much regret- 
ted man Washington Alston, and of the worthy fam- 
ily of Judge Dana. I have never known nobler fel- 
lows ; their names will cause other friends to count, 
as I now do, the pulsations of the heart. I remem- 
ber that James Foster sat up, nearly the whole night, 
at the window I am now looking out of, to watch a 
storm of the Ocean, when the surf broke thirty feet 
over Brenton's Reef, and gleamed apparently for 
more than twenty feet above West Rock, which rises, 
as you know, about forty feet out of the surrounding 
water. I stood, but just now, beside the peaceful bu- 
rial place of our forefathera, where our infant niece, 
Mary Williams, daughter of our sister Fanny, has 
recently been laid to rest, between the humble graves 
of Edward Richmond and our great grandfather Wil- 
liam. I reflected, at this quiet spot, on the troubles 
which the little one has escaped, and the inheritance 
she has been permitted so early to enter upon. I 
read the appropriate words on her lowly gravestone, 
"Is it well with the child? And she answered, It u 
well. — 2 Kings, iv, 26." I have this moment left the 
old and ample kitchen hearth, and its blazing wood 
fire, where the excellent Diana Austin has been talk- 
ing to me of the friends who, in the course of the 
thirty-five years that she and her worthy husband 
have tenanted this fann, have accompanied me in 
my annual visits of retirement. 

But you will ask why I am writing this to you. 1 
can give no reason, except that it suits the humor of 
the moment and the genius of the place. I will now 
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proceed to the object of this letter. I started on San- 
day, the lath of October, to attend service at Bristol, 
as it was too rough to ask our friend Amasa Gray, 
to cross over to Khode Island in his feny boat. Bat 
the rain increased so fast that I concluded, as I was 
on horseback, to try "William Almy, the ferryman at 
Tiverton Four Corners, After being hospitably re- 
ceived and entertained by him and his family, I stat- 
ed that I wished to cross particularly, as there were 
persons on Rhode Island who might he of service to 
the sick and dependent family of the Taggarts, and 
proceeded to give him some account of that family. 
His sympathy and that of his wife and daughters, 
was immediately excited, and although it rained in 
torrents, and blew a gale of wind, he offered to take 
me over in his whale-boat, which he said, would stand 
any gale. His wife provided me with an old cover- 
let to wrap round my great coat, and we crossed in 
safety. I landed near Glen Anna. You recoltect 
the service we held at Glen Anna two years since, in 
the oj)en air. Now out of that service God has wrought 
vx>nders. I wish to note this matter particularly, for 
the encouragement of others. Had not Cynthia Tag- 
gart been lying sick in that region, that service, so 
far as we know, would never have been thought of. 
The following results may therefore, under God, be 
traced to her ; and it is almost marvellous, that a wo- 
man bed-ridden for twenty- three years, so helpless 
that she could not even feed herself, should have 
been made the medium of so man^ blessings to her 
own family and to the Church. Through her, her 
father, her mother, the bed-ridden Betsey and the in- 
sane Maria^ her sisters, were provided for, and even 
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the little cottage where she and Betsey are now Ijing 
all day long, purchased. This appears clearly from 
the story you have told in the Rhode Island Cottage, 
and the facts that are known to you and me. Bear- 
ing these things in mind, I proceed to trace the results 
of the setvice referred to in Glen Anna, of which 
Cynthia was the occasion. Tlie services of our 
Church have been continued in that neighborhood! 
from the very day when you commenced them to the 
present time : a clergyman has been settled there, 
who has already, as you will learn, been enabled to 
build one free Church. A worthy lady, who forbids 
my mentioning her name, but who had made arrange- 
ments, twenty years since, to establish the Church, 
in that her native region, was induced to make the 
move at once, in consequence of that service,— to 
obtain the clergyman, — to provide a home for him,-— 
to secure his support, and to settle a farm, costing 
about six thousand dollars, on the Church for ever. 
She now intends to build a house of worship, as it 
has long been in her heart to do, to the honor of God 
our Saviour. Another lady, from New York, who 
was casually or rather providentially present at that 
service, was induced, by your mentioning, on that oc- 
casion, in your sermon, the case of the Taggarts, 
whom we had just visited, to call upon them, and 
was so struck with their trying condition, that she 
immediately set about obtaining the means to provide 
for Maria T«iggart's support at the Bloomingdale 
Asylum for the Insane. Maria is now at that Asy- 
lum, under my pastoral care ; as you know I have 
officiated there once on Sunday for many years, the 
only intermission being the three or four years that 
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you had cliarge of it. Beside these results,— all re- 
Bults under God, of that single service^ -the family 
haire roceivrd increaHcd assistance in consequence of 
it, and have now friends on whom they may rely in 
every hour of earthly need. All these things were 
pas:4ing through ray mind as I walked up the heauti- 
ful ffl«n, and directed my steps towards the dwelling 
of the estimable womaji before referred to. I will 
not dwell on the rural benuties sh*; has gathereif 
around her quiet dwellinp: plaf-e, and scattered over 
the tasteful grounds, nor on the approbation which 
the (Church would willingly bestow upon her. I 
found that our estimable In'othcr, the clerjryman, had 
gone to officiate near tlie new church, on the West 
Roiwl, and would soon return to hold an a'tcmoon 
iervicc on tbe Kast Road, at the church farm-house, 
the lower part of which has been fitted up as a chapel. 
I lcarne<l, to my ji:ratification, on his return, that his 
new Clmrch of the Holv Cross, was to be consecrated 
by Bishop Hensbaw on the following Tuesday, and 
accepted the invitation, that he cordially extended, to 
remain, contrary to my previous intention, and be 
present at the consecration. He also informed me 
that there wonld be a confirmation in the afternoon. 
I was impressed with the conviction, that as the 
Church would not, in all probability, have Dcen there, 
but for our suffering friend, (Cynthia Taggart, lying 
for so many long weary years, a short distance from 
its site, aud now within sound of its little bell, so 
Cvnthia herself would be blessed on account of it. 
It turned out so. For after wandering on Monday, 
about the beautiful grounds and the snn'ounding 
country, I visited the Church, with my hostess before 
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referred to, found it a perfect gem, rustic fence, dia- 
mond windows, open roof, chancel and all, a favorito 
plan, I am told, of Upjohn's. From the Choreh, a^ 
ter assisting my hostess in laying the first Prayer 
Books before the open seats, — there arc no pews,— I 
went up to see Cynthia. Betsey was lying as usoal^ 
in the same room where the insane Maria was for- 
merly shut up. It has been cleaned and papered, and 
all the little cottage was as neat as usual. Betsey 
took one of my hands in both of hers and said, with 
more than her usual earnestness of expression " Oh ! • 
Mr. R., it is not you, nor your brother, nor Miss P., 
nor the other ladies but it is Almighty God. Since 
you and your brother were first at our cottage, on the 
sea shore, we have been supplied as if the ravens had 
been sent to feed us." She spoke the truth. I went 
np to the sick chamber of Cynthia. Her sister, Mrs. 
L., said, Cynthia had been in awful agony in the 
morning, as she expressed it, "screaming with agony.'* 
There lay the smitten one, trembling like a quivering 
nerve, grown old with anguish, her limbs so doubled 
together that her heels rest on her hips, some of her 
fingers' joints so bent down that you would suppose 
they had been amputated. There she lay, a sufierer, 
beyond the power of mortal language to describe, for 
twenty-three years, during thirteen of which we had 
known hec But I had come for a solemn purpose. 
'^ Cynthia, is your £uth now firmly fixed on the Sa- 
viour?" " I trust it is, and has been for many years. 
My bodily sufierings are indescribable. I think they 
increase, but my heart, I trust, is at peace with God, 
through my Saviour." "Then, Cynthia, it is now 
your duty to obey one of t^ last commands of your 



114 



Saviour, be confirmed by the Bishop, who will be her« 
on Tuesday, and receive the Holy Communion." ** I 
have been long thinking of receiving the commonioa, 
and am ready to do so." " Then, on Tuesday, the 
Bishop will confirm yon, and on next Sunday we will 
pome and administer the communion." On Tuesday, 
alter the Consecration and Lord's Supper, in the 
morning, and a Baptism and Confirmation in the af- 
ternoon, aU our especial public services in one day, a 
day to be remembered, the Bishop proceeded in his 
robes, as the cottage was nigh, accompanied by three 
of us clergymen in our gowns, and confirmed the 
suficrcr. It seemed to me that the messenger must 
have been to her as if an angel had been sent : '' unto 
the angel of the Church of Ephesus, write." On 
the Sunday following the Hector of the parish, the 
Bev. Hobart Williams, assisted by mc, administered 
the Holy Communion to Cyndiia, and four of her 
friends, — our friend from New York, Maria's friend, 
being present. You, her oldest and best friend ought 
to have been there. We all missed you. We left 
her with the benediction, "Peace be with you." 
Brother, think of the painful state of her mind when 
we first saw her, and imagine what must have been 
our feelings when we heard the voice trembling with 
agony, of this gifted Christian, uniting in our Com- 
munion Service. She must have learned the Service 
from having it frequently read to her. Peace be with 
you tried one. Our Heavenly Father has graciously 
permitted us to dispense to you the best pledges of 
our blessed religion. Ton have been baptized, yon 
have been confirmed, you have received the Holy 
Communion. We feel tliat our work in this cottage 
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is almost done. We can do nothing better for you. 
Peace be with you ! To that couch of suffering may 
heavenly messengers, as we doubt not they do, every 
day descend. In the midnight vigils which untold 
agony compels you to keep, may whispers of blessed 
spirits be heard by you. When, for a moment, it is 
eeldom more, sleep visits your heavy eyelids, may 
visions of celestial joy ravish your heart. May you 
die in the full faith and communion of the Church, 
and may you die soon^ if the will of God be so I And 
when you die ! But I may not attempt to lift the 
veil of eternity, and seek for words to describe the 
contmst, between the state of the sufferer for twenty- 
three years, now lying on that lowly couch, and the 
mansion she will enter, and the joy and brightness of 
the redeemed spirit that will go forth from that ema- 
ciated body and that humble death chamber. 

Depart, Christian Sister, in peace. Depart: In 
the name of the Father that created thee. Depart: 
In the name of the Saviour that redeemed thee. De- 
part : In the name of the Holy Ghost that sanctifieth 
thee. Depart: In the nanae of the thrice blessed 
Trinity. Depart for that world, where the wicked 
•ease from troubling, and for ever the weary are at 
rest. 

Your affectionate brother, 

William Richmond. 

To the Rev. James Cook Richmond^ 

Providence^ Rhode Island, . 



NOTE. 



In the Isle of Wight, I was walking one day 
across the Downs, between Newport and Arre- 
ton, and stopped upon a hilU overlooking the 
ancient Church-yard, where the Dairyman's 
Daughter lies buried. In a few moments the 
following singular coincidences suggested them- 
selves to my mind, — between the Dairyman's 
Daughter and Cynthia Taggart. The first tir- 
ed in a secluded country town, in the Isle of 
Wight, usually called the *^ Garden of Eng- 
land ;" and the other had passed her long years 
of suffering in a town equally retired in Rhode 
Island, which has often been styled the ** Gar- 
den of America." Both were far removed 
from the usual advantages of social life, both 
had been sufferers, and the story of the two 
had been told by two clergymen of the same 
name, in different countries, and yet, in re- 
mote generations, of the same family in Wilt- 
shire. While struck by these resemblances, 
which were enough to attract my interest and 
attention, I remembered that 1 had just left 
the town of Newport, in the Isle of Wight, 
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and that the Dairyman's Danjg^bter lived in a 
cottage four and a half miles from Newpf>rt, 
and that Cynthia Tag^rart, also lived four and 
a half miles from Newport, in Rhode Island* 
in another hemisphere! 

On mentioning these things to my friends in 
the Isle of Wight, a great desire was manifest- 
ed for the re-|)ublication of the Rhode Island 
Cottage: the third edition appeared in Englaud 
and the story of the American sufferer is nov 
familiar to many of the inhabitants of the beau* 
tiful b^nglish Island. 

The similarity between the two histories will 
be a sutiicient apology for introducing here, the 
following extract frwn a letter written at that 
time, in 1849, in the Isle of Wight. 

THE DAIRYMAN'S COTTAGE. 

Many changes have here occurred in the fbr- 
tv-<'ight years since the Dairyman's Daughter 
died. The old trees in front of the house are 
all gone, and their places are supplied by some 
tall, citisreriiig elms, that have gruwn from the 
ground since the celebrate<t 'IVact was written. 
Nothing remains hut the old cottage, the south- 
em end of which has been rebuilt, and in front 
of which stands alone uni-haiiged, except bj 
the lapse of nearly half af century, the venera- 
ble box-tree, scarcely five feet high, though it 
was more than a century old in the time of 
Legh Rir.hitiond. This box-tree has numer- 
ous descendants now growing in America and 
elsewhere. The tradition of its old age has 
been hbuded down in the Watlbridge family. 
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The farnoUd apple-tree, behind the cotta^i 
is gone, ami its place, in the little qUarter-of* 
an-acre garden, is only known by traditiony 
and by a young tree which has sprung up frotii 
the old roots at the distance of a few feet. 
The cottage is a pretty emblem of rustic peace, 
and is somewhat more snug and eozey, than 
the similar thatched houses in the neighbor* 
hoo<l. As you approach it from the cnurch, 
which is one and three-fourths of a mile dis- 
tant, you first see the single window of the 
ahamber in which Elizabeth died. There are 
only two chambers in the house ; the door 
from Elizabeth's room, which is at the top of 
th'fe stair-case, leading into the other, where I' 
saw her plain little looKing-glass, and the old 
pewter plates, from which the ' old time' peo- 
ple used to eat ; but which are now put away 
among the family relics. Here was her ancient 
oaken chest, curiously carved, and the joint- 
stools of oak J upon which her coffin rested. I 
speak of ihep eke tr alia of the cottage, because 
few visitors are allowed to see them. I was 
also highly honored by the bringing forth of the 
tea-set, which had been put away before the 
death of Elizabeth, but which, in the last cen- 
tury, the good Dairyman and his Daughter 
themselves had used. There was a friendly 
dispute, before my arrival, between Joseph VV. 
and his wife, as to this point, she insisting up- 
on the unfitness of the old fashioned tea-pot^ 
sugar-bowl, &LC., for * company,' and her hus- 
band declaring * it was just the thins that would 
suit Mr. Ji. :' so he prevailed, and triumphed 
not a little on my approval of his choice, lie 
punished his wife and daughtei:^ for their 'new 
tangled notions,' by making them use the new 
tea-set, confining the old to himself and me« 
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And it was something of an event to drink from 
a tea-cup which was last used by the Dairy* 
man or his Daughter ; and so with the tall| 
queer-shaped glasses, out of which I tasted the 
very best mead, from honey, which their own 
bees brought home to the garden of these hos> 
pitable people. The evening wore away in 
the most (Iclightful and pleasant intercourse. 
Over the maniel-piece, the face of Legh Rich- 
mond, in a correct engraving, looked from his 
spectacles benevolently upon us } and the nie* 
moir of his life, by the Rev. T. S. Grinishawe, 
and the * Domestic Portraiture,' were shown 
to me severally by the daughters, as presents 
to them from the sister and family of Legh 
Richmond: and for the first time, by their re- 
quest, their names were written in the books 
by my hand. The Bible of the Dairyman's 
Daughter, with the only specimen of her writ- 
ing now remaining in the cottage, and left by 
her unfinished, (* elizabeth wallbridge her book 

fiv,') was brought to me, with the request that 
would write my name under hers. The bed- 
stead, on which she died, was shown me ; and 
some little presents were put into my pockets, 
as memorials of my visit. I was requested to 
state, in the ' Visitors' Book,' that J had offici- 
ated several Sundays in Arreion Church, in the 
pulpit from which Legh Richmond had often 
preached, and in the church where the Dairy- 
man's Daughter prayed and listened. Mr. 
Wallbridge said, *you, too, preached extem- 
pore, and held yobr little Bible in the left hand; 
only Legh Richmond's little Bible had a clasp; 
1 noticed that diflference.' 

It is only necessary to add that Cynthia Tag- 
gart, as well as the Dairyman's Daughter, now 
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rests from all her sorrows and sufferings, in 
the quiet grave ; but it has been thought beat 
to retain her story as it was written from»tJpM 
to time, while she was yet alive. Muy this lit- 
tle book be the means of bringing thoughts of 
consolation to the bed-side of some sufferer, and 
stir up some benevolent heart to administer re- 
lief to CyntbiH'8 l)ed-ridden sister Bec«ey, who 
is now the last of this stricken family ! 
Vine Cottage, Providence, 

September, 1851. 
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